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Pastors have for a long time felt the need of a suitable hymn and tune book for social 
worship. This has especially been true of late years, when many favorite hymns and tunes 
have come into use, but are not available in any one book of a cheap and popular form. 

At the same time, multitudes of churches feel unable to supply themselves with any 

ne of the hymn and tune books lately prepared for public worship. ; 
To meet these necessities, the “ Chapel Edition” of the Baprist PraAtsE Boox has been 
prepared. It will be seen that the twofold need here spoken of is fully met. All the topics 
in the “‘ Praise Book” proper are here preserved, and in the same order ; so that it is a com- 
plete book for Sabbath services, though, of course, not so full under the several topics. 
Very many of the new or feebler churches will therefore find this volume just what they 
desire. To facilitate its use with the large edition, the original numbers of the hymns are 
also given. The size of the type is also the same. 

As a Vestry or Conference meeting book it will be found of a superior order. For the 
richness and sweetness of the melodies, the variety, warmth, and unction of the hymns, and 
their fitness for revivals, as well as every phase of church and Christian experience, the 
volume, it is believed, is far in advance of any previous publication. The aim has been to 
make it both popular and substantial. 

And, in the words of the Introduction to the original edition, May He whose face shines 
on its every page, accept this labor of love, and cause it to animate the joys of His children 
until they unite in the chorus of praise with the redeemed in glory. 


a Pe 


Ne 


CONTENTS. 


WEST RETO ie hs oes, 's 4,5, 10a slo's, «61016 Hymns 1— 32 
Gop: ‘ 
RIES OUCH. cir eta gisio sie viens 0 33— 69 
Christ's Nativity...-......-..-% 7o— 80 
“Life and Ministry...... 81— go 


‘* Sufferings and Death... gI—100 
ey Resurrection and Glory 1oI—1I10 


“ Second Advent........ IlI—II5 
i Praise to Christ........ 116—148 
PACED OUMEICG o)00.0 15 wwe <'s ae bans 4.-14g—158 
WARNING AND INVITATION........- 159—201 
PENITENCE AND CONSECRATION ....202—252 
THe CHURCH: 
BAPTISM. «6s 0 aimepslny da'ew anions 253—264 
ROMNSOBLILY «so maaan tip ole elt nes tin) « 265—278 
The Lord’s Supper..........+.- 279—295 
Security and Revival........... 296—318 
THE CHRISTIAN LIFE: 
Love and Gratitude ...........319—339 


Graces and Duties...... Hymns 340—365 
Conflict and Triumph ......... .366—395 
Afflictions and  Encourage- 
STIGU LG tae wieiaieve cis eas eleve ele’ 396—408 
Heaven Anticipated............ 409—438 
Death and Immortality......... 439—459 
OCCASIONAL : 
The Scriptures................-459—467 
ENG PMIDISILY ie Nor tetss cle Sale Haeie ae 468—478 
Wetlicanonsaae stata accine tetera: 479—484 
Home and Foreign Missions. ..485—5o2 
BGG YOLEICE wiicts cVh-)e 0\sic'ne Votes cca 503—505 
Onr Contry reg acre ais conse oisie s/s 506—515 
SUMGAY SCHOOS gratciapislisisin eis cities 516—521 
SGN PCLANCE, « sim aeisiotle vic's arses’ 522—524 
PETG) MGA hare siatste'ey crate <cole di. 2 525—534 
MAISCELLANBOUS. 0. stein stints vis 0.00 2 63°01 535—553 
DOROEOGIESs sine obehle.n0 159s Pages 263—264 
CHANTS, oa cinadtotine’sc:si6 058. anee s 265—279 


AC O'V EIN AWN 


As we trust we have received, through Divine Grace, the Lord Jesus Christ, and given 
ourselves wholly to him, and on profession of our faith have been buried with him in bap- 
tism and thus united to his church, we do now solemnly and ign covenant witlf each 
other, and, by the aid of the Holy Spirit, engage— 

That we will walk together with brotherly love, exercising a Christian care and watch- 


fulness over each other, participating in each other’s joys, and, with tender sympathy, . 


bearing one another’s burdens and sorrows: 

That we will not forsake the assembling of ourselves together at the Communion and 
other appointed meetings, but seek and pray for the spirituality, harmony, and prosperity 
of this church; sustain its worship, ordinances, discipline and doctrines; and give its 
claims a sacred pre-eminence over all organizations of human origin: 


That we will cheerfully contribute of our means, as God has prospered us, for the ~ 


support of a faithful and evangelical ministry among us; for the relief of the poor; and for 
spreading the gospel over the earth: ; 

That we will maintain private and family devotions ; religiously educate the children 
committed to our care; and endeavor, in purity of heart ane newness of life, and good-will 
toward all men, to exemplify and commend our holy faith, win souls to the Saviour, and 

-hold fast our profession till he shall come and receive us unto himself. 


[Relying on the grace of God, do you thus covenant and promise ?| 


And now the God of peace, who brought again from the dead our*Lord Jesus, that 
Great Shepherd of the sheep, through the blood of the everlasting covenant make us perfect 
in every good work to do his will, working in us that which is well-pleasing in his sight, 
through Jesus Christ ; to whom be glory for ever and ever. AMEN, 


ANGONFESSION OF FALEH. 


* WE BELIEVE— 

In one God, Maker and Ruler of heaven and earth, revealed as the Father, the Son, 
and the Holy Spirit, equal in every divine perfection :* 

In the Holy Scriptures as his inspired Word, and the only rule of faith and practice :> 

In the fall of man and his condemnation as a sinner, and God’s sovereign grace and 
love in redemption and the choice of his people :°¢ 

In the way of salvation by Jesus Christ, the Son of God incarnate, who obeyed the law, 
suffered and died for the sins of men, and is risen and exalted a Priest and King :4 

In the free offer of eternal life to all in the Gospel, and the aggravated guilt of those 
who reject it :* 

In the necessity of regeneration by the Holy Spirit, and of repentance toward God and 
faith in Christ: £ 

In the justification and adoption of the believer, through the blood and righteousness 
of Jesus: & 

In the Divine institution of the Christian ministry, and the visible church of professed 
believers with its initiatory and memorial rites, Baptism * and the Lord’s Supper :* 

In the sacred observance of the Lord’s Day, for rest, worship, and religious in- 


struction :! 
In the final perseverance of all saints, through sanctification of the Spirit and obedience 


to the truth :J 
In the present life as man’s only day of grace, and the soul’s entrance at death into 


conscious blessedness or woe: * 
In the resurrection of all the dead at the glorious coming of the Son of Man, and his 
just adjudgment of the wicked to everlasting punishment and the righteous to life eternal.! 


8 Eph. 4: 6, Is. 37: 16, Matt. 28: 19, John 10:30, Acts 5 : 34. b 2 Tim. 3: 16, Prov. 30: 5,6, Phil. 3: 16,1 Pet. 
4:11, Is.8:20. © Rom 5: 12, 18, Gal.3: 10; 4: 4,5, Eph. 1: 4,1 Thess.1:4. Acts 4: 12, Phil. 2:8,9,1 Pet. 
3:18, Heb. 4:14; 1:8, Ps.2:6. ¢John3:16; 10: 10, Rev. 22: 17, Matt. 11: 24, Heb. ro:29. fJohn3:3— 
8, 16, Mark 16 : 16, Luke 13: 3; 18:13, Acts 20:21. g Rom. 5:1, 9, Acts 13: 38, 39, Gal. 4: 4—7, 1 Cor. 1:30, 
1 Thess. 4: 3, 1 Thess. 5: 23,2 Cor.7:1. b Mark 3: 14, Eph.4: 11,1 Tim. 4: 14, Matt. 28: 19, 20. 1 Cor. 1: 2, 
Phil. x: 1, Acts 2: 41, 42, Rom. 6: 4, Luke 22 : 19, 20, 1 Cor. 11: 26. i Acts 20:7, Rev. 1: 10, Ex. 20: 8, Heb. 
10:25, Acts 11:26. j John 10: 27, 28,1 John 2: 19, Phil. 1:6, x Pet. 1: 2—s, Rom. 8. k re 16; 22—26 ; 
23: 43, Rev. 22:11, Mark 12; 26,27. | John 5: 28, 29, Acts 24: 15, Matt. 25 : 31—46, 2 Cor. 5: 

* Immersion only to show forth in a solemn and beautiful emblem, our faith in the ried, buried and 
risen Sa , and our death to sin and resurrection to a new life. Norr. By ‘the visible church” is meant 
a local congregation, in distinction from the whole body of believers or kingdom of Christ, and from a terri- 
torial, national, or hierarchical church, The New Testament churches were evidently organizations of 
baptized believers, local, and independent, under Christ ; their officers being pastors and deacons, bishop and 


sider being the same as pastor. 


HYMNS AND TUNES. 


WiC)" Ras ki [oP: 
SABBATH. 7s. 6 lines. L. Mason. , 
iss 2s SS Ss Se ats 


ie 
1. Safe-ly thro’ an-oth-er week God has brought us on our way; Let us now a blessing 
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seek, Wait-ing in hiscourtsto -day; Day of all the week the best, Em-blem 
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of c-ter-nal rest; Day of all theweekthebest, Emblem of e - ter-nal rest. 


I (2) | While we in thy house appear 
2 While we pray for pardoning grace Here afford us, Lord, a taste 
Through the dear Redeemer’s name, Of our everlasting feast. 


. Show thy reconciléd face, 

Take away our sin and shame ; 
From our worldly cares set free, 
May we rest this day in thee. 

“ 


4 May thy Gospel’s joyful sound 
Conquer sinners, comfort saints ; 
Make the fruits of grace abound ; 
Bring relief for all complaints : 


3 Here we come thy name to praise ; Thus let all our Sabbaths prove 
Let us feel thy presence near ; Till we rest in thee above. 
May thy glory meet our eyes Newton. 


2 WORSHIP. 


PLEYEL'S Vi yYNGN eis: 


Gass Te suas 


To thy tem~ ple I re- pair; Lord, I love wor - ini there ; 


ow === : - 
@igletl pase te gia 

When with-in the veil meet~ Christ be-fore the mer- cy - seat. 
ppp eg eye f= SS 
2 : (4) 4 Lord, I come to thee for rest ; 


Take possession of my breast; 
There thy blood-bought right maintain, 
And without a rival reign... Newrow. 


2 While thy glorious praise is sung, 
Touch my lips, unloose my tongue, 
That my joyful soul may bless 


Thee, the Lord my Righteousness ! 4 (85) 
; ’ 5 

3 While the prayers of saints ascend, 1 SortLy now the-light of day 

God of love! to mine attend ! Fades upon my sight away ; 

Hear me, for thy Spirit pleads ; Free from care, from labor free, 

Hear, for Jesus intercedes! Lord, I would commune with thee. 
3 (6) | 2 Thou, whose all-pervading eye 
1 CoME, my soul, thy suit prepare ; Naught escapes without, within, 

Jesus loves to answer prayer ; Pardon each infirmity, 

He himself has bid thee pray ; Open fault, and secret sin. 

Therefore will not say thee nay. ’ 

s ) 3 Thou, though sinless, yet hast known 

2 Thou art coming to a King, All of man’s infirmity ; 

Large petitions with thee bring ; Then from thine eternal throne, 

For his grace and power are such, Jesus, look with pitying eye. . 


None can ever ask too much. ; 
4 Soon, for me, the light of day 


3 With my burden I begin; Shall forever pass away: 
Lord, remove this load of enh Then, from sin and sorrow free, 
Let thy blood, for sinners spilt, Take me, Lord, to dwell with thee. 


Set my conscience free from guilt. Doanz, 


WORSHIP. 3 


TUS Hy ode be Pepe 7. IM. 


J. Hatron. 


37S 2 SS 


I. Howsweetto leave the world a - while, 


And seek the pres- cca S our Lord! 
x ‘Sa’ 


= Bie 


Ae 


Dear Saviour, a 


thy peo - ple smile, 


(<=>) 


. thy faith-ful word. 


Ac-cording to. 


ead pe 


ziggtte sy 


5 (17) 


2 From busy scenes we now retreat, 


That we may here converse with thee ; 


O Lord, behold us at thy feet! 
Let this the gate of heaven be. 


3 “Chief of ten thousands,” now appear, 
That we by faith may view thy face ; 
Oh, speak, that we thy voice may hear, 
And let thy presence fill the place. 


KELLY. 


6 (21) 
1 Lorn, how delightful ’tis to see 
A whole assembly worship thee ! 
At once they sing, at once they pray, 
They hear of heaven, and learn the way. 


2 I lrave been there, and still would go, 
*Tjs like a little heaven below ; 
‘Not all that careless sinners say, 
Shall tempt me to forget this day. 


3 Oh, write upon my memory, Lord, 
The truths and precepts of thy word ! 
That I may break thy laws no more, 


But love thee better than before. 
Watts. 


7: (34) 


1 Tuus far the Lord hath led me on, 
Thus far his power prolongs my days ; 
And every evening shall make known 
Some fresh memorial of his grace. 


2 Much of my time has run to waste, 
And I, perhaps, am near my home ; 
But he forgives my follies past, 

And gives me strength for days to come. 


3 I lay my body down to sleep: 


Peace is the pillow for my head, 
While well-appointed angels keep 
Their watchful stations round my bed. 


4 Faith in his name forbids my fear ; 


Oh, may thy presence ne’er depart ; 
And, in the morning, make me hear 
The love and kindness of thy heart. 


5 Thus, when the night of death shall 


come, 
My flesh shall rest beneath the ground ; 
And wait thy voice to rouse my tomb, 


With sweet salvation in the sound. 
War>rts. 


WORSHIP. 


RETREAT. L. M. 
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There is a calm, a sure re-treat—’Tis found be-neath the mer - cy - seat. 
e=t€ ee oe &: 
a 


2 
There is a place where Jesus He 2 
The oil of gladness on our heads, 
A place, than all besides, more sweet— 
It is the blood-bought mercy-seat. 
There is a scene, where spirits blend, 
Where friend holds fellowship with 

friend ; 

Though sundered far, by faith they meet 
Around one common mercy-seat. 
There, there on eagles’ wings we soar, 
And sin and sense molest no more, 


And heav’n comes down our souls to 
greet, 


_ And glory crowns‘the mercy-seat. 


nib © 


we... 


STOWELL. 


(28) 
My God, is any hour so sweet, 
From blush of morn to evening star, 
As that which calls me to thy feet, 
The calm and holy hour of prayer? 
Then is my strength by thee renewed ; 
Then are my sins by thee forgiven ; 
Then dost thou cheer my solitude, « 


_With clear and beauteous hopes of 


heaven. 


— 


3 No words can téll what sweet reliéf, 
There for my every want I find ; 
Whatstrength for warfare, balm forgrief, - 


What deep and cheerful peace of mind ! 


4 Lord, till I reach the blissful shore, 
No privilege so dear shall be, 
As thus my inmost soul to pour 
In faithful, filial prayer to thee! 


C. Extior, 


FS (29) 
1 Waar various hindrances we meet 

In coming to a mercy-seat ! 

Yet who that knows the worth of prayer 
’ But wishes to be often there? 


2 Prayer makes the darkened clouds with- 
draw ; 
Prayer climbs the ladder Jacob saw, 
Gives exercise to faith and love, 
Brings every blessing from above.* 


3 Restraining prayer, we cease to fight ; 


Prayer makes the Christian’s armor 
. bright ; 
And Satan trembles when he sees 


The weakest saint upon his knees. 
‘ Cowrrr, 


WORSHIP. x 


a (32) 
Gop of the morning, at whose voice 
The cheerful sun makes haste to rise, 
And like a giant doth rejoice 

To run his journey through the skies : 
Oh, like the sun may I fulfil 

The appointed duties of the day ; 
With ready mind and active will, 
March on and keep my heavenly way. 


_ 


ty 


But I shall rove, and lose the race, 

If God my Sun should disappear, 
And leave me in this world’s wide maze, 
To follow every wandering star. 


Ww 


4 Give me thy counsel for my guide, 
And then receive me to thy bliss ; 
All my desires and hopes beside 


Are faint and cold compared with this, 
Watts. 


ea (33) 
Gtory to thee, my God, this night, 
For all the blessings of the light ; 
Keep me, O keep me, King of kings, 
Beneath thine own almighty wings. 


-_ 


2 Forgive me, Lord, for thy dear Son, 
The ill that I this day have done ; 
That with the world, myself, and thee, 
I, ere I sleep, at peace may be. 


3 Teach me to live, that I may dread 
The grave as little as my bed ; 
_ Teach me to die, that so I may 
Rise glorious at the awful day. 


4 Oh, may my soul on thee repose ; 
And may sweet sleep mineeyelidsclose, 
Sleep, that may me more vigorous make 


_ To serve my God when I awake. 
. Ken. 


T3 (36) 
1 Sun of amy soul, thou Saviour dear, 
It is not night if thou be near ; 
Oh, may no earth-born cloud arise 
To hide thee from thy servant’s eyes. 


2 When the soft dews of kindly sleep 


My wearied eyelids gently steep, 
Be my last thought how sweet to rest 
Forever on my Saviour’s breast. 


3 Abide with me from morn till eve, 


For without thee I cannot live ; 
Abide with me when night is nigh, 
For without thee I dare not die. 


4 If some poor wandering child of thine 


Have spurned to-day the voice divine, 
Now, Lord, the gracious work begin ; 
Let him no more lie down in sin. 


5 Watch by the sick ; enrich the poor 
Withblessingsfrom thy boundless store, 
Be every mourner’s sleep to-night, 
Like infant slumbers, pure and light. . 


6 Come near and bless us when we wake, 


Ere thro’ the world our way we take, 
Till in the ocean of thy love 


We lose ourselves in heaven above. 
KEBLE, 


ee (38) 

1 WHILE now upon this Sabbath eve, 
Thy house, Almighty God, we leave, . 
’Tis sweet, as sinks the setting sun, 
To think on all our duties done. 


2 Oh! evermore may all our bliss 
Be peaceful, pure, divine like this ; 
And may each Sabbath, as it flies, 
Fit us for joys beyond the skies. 


Bo: WORSHIP. 


WOODSTOCK. C. M. 
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to steal 


love 


a - while a-way From ev-ery cum-bering care, 
onl 


—s 


And spend the hours of 


set - ting day In 


15 
‘2 I love, in solitude, to shed 
The penitential tear ; 
And all his promises to plead 
Where none but God is near. 
3 I love to think on mercies past, 
And future good implore ; 
And all my cares and sorrows cast 
On him whom I adore. 
4 I love, by faith, to take a view 
Of brighter scenes in heaven ; 
The prospect doth my strength renew, 
While here by tempests driven. 
5 Thus, when life’s toilsome day is o’er, 
May its departing ray 
Be calm as this impressive hour, 


And lead to endless day. 
Mrs. Brown. 
16 


(64) 
1 A THRONE of grace! then let us go 
And offer up our prayer ; 
A gracious God will mercy show 
To all that worship there. 
2 A throne of grace! oh, at that throne 
‘Our knees have often bent! 


And God has showered his blessings 
down ; 
As often as we went. 


3 A throne of grace! rejoice, ye saints ; 
That throne is open still ; 
To God unbosom your complaints, 
And then inquire his will. 


4 A throne of grace we yet shall need 
Long as we draw our breath, 
A Saviour, too, to intercede, 
- Till we are changed by death. 


Li] (43) 
1 WirHtIn thy house, O Lord, our God, 
In glory now appear ; . 
Make this a place of thine abode, 
And shed thy blessings here. 


2 When we thine awful seat surround, 
Thy Spirit, Lord, impart ; 
And let thy gospel’s joyful sound _ 
With power reach every heart. 


3 Here let the blind their sight obtain ; 
Here give the mourners rest: 
Let Jesus here triumphant reign, 
Enthroned in evety breast. 


WORSHIP. 7 


BRATTLE STREET. C. M. Double. Arranged by L, Mason. 


| First time. a | Second. 


’ 


: hile thee I seek, pro-tect-ing Power, Be my vaif wish-es _ stilled; 
AICS Wl ven tae Cee CLAt = Gc NOUT.,<. pare ests ocsivia oo nic ents cecleweiees Wi 


bet - ter hopes be filled ! Thy love the power of tho’t bestow’d ; To thee my tho’ts would 
a me 


In every joy that crowns my days, 
18 (59) In every pain I bear, 
My heart shall find delight in praise, 
Or seek relief in prayer. 


1 While thee I seek, protecting Power, 
Be my vain wishes stilled ; 
And may this consecrated hour 


With better hopes be filled ! 3 When gladness wings my favored hour, 
Thy love the power of tho’t bestowed ; | Thy love my thoughts shall fill ; 
. To thee my thoughts would soar: Resigned, when storms of sorrow lower, 
Thy mercy o’er my life has flowed ; My soul shall meet thy will. 
That mercy I adore. My lifted eye, without a tear, 
2 In each,event of life, how clear The gathering storm shall see ; 
Thy ruling hand I see! My steadfast heart shall know no fear, 
Each blessing to my soul more dear ‘That heart will rest on thee. 
* Because conferred by thee. Witiams. 


WORSHIP. 


HUMMEL. 


I 


1. Come, let us strike, our harps 


a - fresh, 


.To great Je - ho-vah’s name ; 


| 
Sweet be the ac-cents of 


our tongues, When we his love pro-claim. 


(54) 

Comg, let us strike our harps afresh, 
To great Jehovah’s name ; 

Sweet be the accents of our tongues, 

. When we his love proclaim. 


’Twas by his bidding we were called 
_ In pain awhile to ‘part ; 
’Tis by his care we meet again, 
And gladness fills our heart. 


Blest be the hand that has preserved 
Our feet from every snare ; 


. And blest the.goodness of the Lord, 


Which to this hour we share. 


O may the Spirit’s quickening power 
Now sanctify our joy, 


. And warm our zeal in works of love, 


ui 


Our talents to employ. 


Fast, fast our minutes fly away ; 
Soon shall our wanderings cease ; 


’ And with our Father we shall dwell, 


A family of peace! 


REED. 


20 
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(55). 
Dear Shepherd of thy people, here 


Thy presence now display ; 

As thou hast given a place for prayer, 
So give us hearts to pray. 

Within these walls let holy peace, 
And love, and concord dwell ; 

Here give the troubled conscience ease, 
The wounded spirit heal. 


The feeling heart, the melting eye, 
The humble mind bestow ; 

And shine upon us from on high, 
To make our graces grow! 


May we in faith receive the word, 
In faith present our prayers ; 
And in the presence of our Lord 
Unbosom all our cares. = - 


And may the gospel’s joyful sound, 
Enforced by mighty grace, | © 

Awaken many sinners round, 
To come and fill the place. M 


EWTON. | 


WORSHIP. 9 


CorELLI. 


2. Let those re- fuse to sing Who nev ~ er knew our God, But 


» Choir. = oPies a 


Who nev- er knew our 


God, But children of 


the heaven-ly King May speak their joys a - broad. 


2k 3 The men of grace have found (68) 

Glory begun below ; 

Celestial fruits on earthly ground 
From faith and hope may grow. 

4 The hill of Zion yields 

A thousand sacred sweets 

Before we reach the heavenly fields, 
Or walk the golden streets. 

“5 5 Then let our songs abound, 

And every tear be dry; 

We're marching through Immanuel’s ground 
To fairer worlds on high. Warns. 


10 


WORSHIP. 


'_NAGELI. 


= 


the house of prayer, 


aes. 


O thou af - flict - ed, come; The 


SRN 
es 


la =. a 
‘ = EZ ===] 
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ae | 


—/ | 
of .peace shall meet thee there; 
yay Gra 


nN 
He makes that house his home, 
Yee Vai 


22 
2 Come to the house of praise, 
Ye who are happy now ; 
In sweet accord your voices raise, 
In kindred homage bow. 


(75) 


3 Thou, whose benignant eye 
_ In mercy looks on all,— 
Who seest the tear of misery, 
And hear’st the mourner’s call,— 
4 Up to thy dwelling-place 
Bear our frail spirits on, 
Till they outstrip time’s tardy pace, 


And heaven on earth be won. 
E, Taytor. 
23 


i (76) 
1 CoME at the morning hour, 
Come, let us kneel and pray ; 


And finding there the house of God, 
With heaven then close the day. 


4 When midnight vails our eyes, 
Oh, it is sweet to say, 
I sleep, but my heart waketh, Lord, 
With thee to watch and pray. 


24. 
1 Tus is the day of light: 
Let there be light to-day : 
O Day-spring, rise upon our night, 
And chase its gloom away. 


(77) 


2 This is the day of rest: 
Our failing strength renew! 
On weary brain and troubled breast 
Shed thou thy freshening dew. 


Prayer is the Christian pilgrim’s staff | 3 This is the day of peace: 


To walk with God all day. 
2 At noon, beneath the Rock 
Of Ages, rest and pray ; 
Sweet is that shelter from the sun 
In the weary heat of day. 
3 At evening, in thy home, 
Around its altar, pray ; 


Thy peace our spirits fill; _ 
Bid thou the blast of discord cease, 
The waves of strife be still. 


4 This is the day of prayer 


Let earth to heaven draw near ; 
Lift up our hearts to seek thee there ; 
Come down to meet us here. 


WiO RS TLLP: II 


25 
1 THE day, O Lord, is spent ; 
Abide with us, and rest ; 
Our hearts’ desires are fully bent 
On making thee our guest. 


2 We have not reached that land, 
That happy land, as yet, 
Where holy angels round thee stand, 
Whose sun can never set. 


3 Our sun is sinking now ; 
Our day is almost o’er : 
O Sun of Righteousness, do thou 


Shine on us evermore ! 
Joun Mason NEALE. 
26 


(79) 
1 THE day is past and gone, 
The evening shades appear ; 
O may we all remember well 
The night of death draws near. 


2 We lay our garments by, 
Upon our beds to rest ; 
So death will soon disrobe us all 
Of what we here possessed. 


3 Lord, keep us safe this night, 
Secure from all our fears ; 
May angels guard us while we sleep, 
Till morning light appears. 


- 4 And when we early rise, 
And view th’ unwearied sun, 
‘May we set out to win the prize, 
And after glory run. 


5 And when our days are past, 

And we from time remove, 

O may we in thy bosom rest, 
The bosom of thy love. 


LELAND. 


(78) | 27 


(72) 
1 How charming is the place 
Where my Redeemer, God, 
Unveils the beauties of his face, 
And sheds his love abroad ! 


2 Not the fair palaces, 
To which the great resort, 
Are once to be compared with this, 
Where Jesus holds his court. 


3 Here, on the mercy-seat, 
With radiant glory crowned, 
Our joyful eyes behold him sit, 
And smile on all around.  srennerr. 


28 (73) 


1 How sweet to bless the Lord, 
And in his praises join ! 
With saints his goodness to record, 
And sing his power divine! 


2 These seasons of delight 
The dawn of glory seem, 
Like rays of pure celestial light, 
Which on our spirits beam. 


3 Oh, blest assurance this! 
Bright morn of heavenly day ; 
Sweet foretaste of eternal bliss, 
That cheers the pilgrim’s way. 


29 t 
1 Jxsus, we look to thee, 
Thy promised presence claim ; 
Thou in the midst of us wilt be, 
Assembled in thy name. 


(74) 


2 Thy name salvation is, 
Which here we come to prove ; 
Thy name is life, and health, and peace, 


And everlasting love. —_c, Westy. 


12 WORSHIP 


SWEET HOUR OF PRAYER. L: M. Wo. B. Brapsury. 


SSS aS 


1. Sweet hour of prayer, sweet hour of prayer! That calls me from a world of care, 
p.c. And oft es-caped the tempter’s snare By thy re - turn, sweet hour of prayer ; 


And bids me at my Fa-ther’s throne Make all my wants and wish - es known. 
And oft  es-caped the tempter’s snare By thy  re-turn, sweet hour of prayer. 


2 ae eee Ee 
gt oT et 


sea-sons of hve and grief, My soul has oft - en found re - lief, 


32 (95) 
2 Sweet hour of prayer! sweet hour of prayer! 

Thy wings shall my petition bear, 

To him whose truth and faithfulness 

Engage the waiting soul to bless ; 

And since he bids me seek his face, 

Believe his word, and trust his grace, 

Pll cast on him my every care, 

And wait for thee, sweet hour of -prayer ! 


3 Sweet hour of prayer! sweet hour of prayer! 
May I thy consolation share, 
Till from Mount Pisgah’s lofty height, 
I view my home, and take my flight ; 
This robe of flesh I’ll drop, and rise 
To seize the everlasting prize ; 
And shout, while passing through the air, 
Farewell, farewell, sweet hour of prayer. 


WORSHIP. 


SICILIAN HYMN. 8s, 7s & 4s, 


SS 6st Ss PT Be 
+ osal ae ET SS os 
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1. Lord, dis- miss us with thy bless-ing, Fill our hearts with joy an 


13 


Mozart. 


d peace ; 


us each, thy 
re-fresh us, 


Oh, 


love pos-sess- ing, 
re-fresh us, 


Tri- umph in 
t 


re-deem-ing grace; 
Traveling 


hrough the wild-er - ness. 


31 (86) 
2 Thanks we give and adoration, 
For thy gospel’s joyful sound ; 
May the fruits of thy salvation 
In our hearts and lives abound; 
May thy presence, 
With us evermore be found. 


3 So, whene’er the signal’s given 
Us from earth to call away, 
Borne on angels’ wings to heaven, 
Glad the summons to obey, 
May we ever 
Reign with Christ in endless day. 


BUuRDER. 


32 
1 Gop of our salvation, hear us ; 
Bless, oh bless us, ere we go; 
When we join the world, be near us, 
Lest we cold and careless grow; 
Saviour, keep us, 
Keep us safe from every foe. 


(87) | 


2 May we live in view of heaven, 
Where we hope to see thy face; 
Save us from unhallowed leaven, 
All that might obscure thy grace ; 
Keep us walking 
Each in his appointed place. 


3 As our steps are drawing nearer 
To the place we call our home, 
May our view of heaven grow clearer, 
Hope more bright of joys to come; 
And, when dying, 
May thy presence cheer the gloom, 


DOXOLOGY, 


Great Jehovah, we adore thee, 
God the Father, God the Son, 
God the Spirit, joined in glory 
On the same eternal throne ; 
Endless praises 
To Jehovah, Three in One. 


GAOTD 


8s & 7s. 


AUTUMN. 


Double, 


SpaNisH AIR. 


For 


| 
the pardoning grace that saves me, 


And the peace that from it flows- 
Can my love be warmed to praise. 


pb. Ss. Thou must light the flame, or nev - er 
Sees See Se 


’ a cae DS: 
= Se 


Help,O God, my weak en-deav-or; This dull soul 
{ 


to rap-ture raise; 


=== 


(106) 
2 Praise my soul, the God that sought 
thee, 
Wretched wanderer, far astray ; 
Found thee lost and kindly brought 
thee : 
From the paths of death away ; 
Praise, with love’s devoutest feeling, 
Him who saw thy guilt-born fear, 
And, the light of hope revealing, 
Bade the blood-stained cross appear. 


3 Lord, this bosom’s ardent feeling 
Vainly would my lips express : 
Low before thy footstool kneeling, 


Deign thysuppliant’s prayer to bless: | 
14 


Let thy grace, my soul’s chief treasure, 
Love’s pure flame within me raise ; 

And, since words can never measure, 
Let my life show forth thy praise. 


Key, 
Se, (107) 
1 HEAVENLY Shepherd, guide us, feed. 


us, 
Through our pilgrimage below, 

And beside the waters lead us, 
Where thy flock rejoicing go. 

Lord, thy guardian presence ever, 
Meekly bending, we implore ; 

We have found thee, and would never, 
Never wander from thee more. 


PRAISE TO GOD. 15 


OLD HUNDRED. L.M. 


fa) 
| Know that the Lord is God a- lone, He can cre-ate, and he _ de-stroy. 
fe @ Pi a 
wah hits ee eee 
| ae 7 | 
3 5 (117) Firm as a rock thy truth shall stand, 
1 BeroreE Jehovah's awful throne, When rolling years shall cease to move. 
Warts. 
Ye nations, bow with sacred joy : 
Know that the Lord is God alone, 36 (118) 
He can create, and he destroy. r Ye nations round the earth, rejoice 
2 His sovereign power, without our aid,; Before the Lord, your sovereign King ; 
Made us of clay, and formed us men ; Serve him with cheerful heart and 
And when, like wand’ring sheep we voice ; 
strayed, With all your tongues his glory sing. 
He brought us to his fold again. 2 The Lord is God; ’tis he alone 
3 We are his people, we his care— Doth life, and breath, and being give ; 
Our souls, and all our mortal frame : We are his work, and not our own ; 
What lasting honors shall we rear, The sheep that on his pastures live. 
Almighty Maker, to thy name? ; : ; 
; 3 Enter his gates with songs of joy, 
4 We'll crowd thy gates, with thankful| with praises to his courts repair ; 


songs, R And make it your divine employ 
High, as the heaven, our voices raise ;| To pay your thanks and honors 
And earth, with her ten thousand there. 

tongues, 4 sory 
Shall fill thy courts with sounding 4 The Lord is good, the Lord is kind, 


Great is his grace, his mercy sure ; 


4 ‘ ‘ And the whole race of man shall find 
5 Wide as the world is thy command; His truth from age to age endure. 
Vast as eternity thy love; UT ana 


' praise. 


16 GO 


WARE. 


1D. 


(=e 


I. Praise, Lord, for theca 


Zi- on waits ; Prayer shall besiege thy 


tem - ple gates; 


ieee 


All flesh shall to thy throne re - pair, 


| 
And find thro’ Christ sal-va - tion there. 


—= 
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Ht 

==! ‘ 
i 
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37 (155) 
2 How blest thy saints! how safely led! 
How surely kept! how richly fed! 
Saviour of all in earth and sea, 

How happy they who rest in thee. 


The year is with thy goodness crowned ; 
Thy clouds drop wealth the world a- 


round ; 
Thro’ thee the deserts laugh and sing, 


And nature smiles and owns her King. 


Lord, on our souls thy Spirit pour ; 
The moral waste within restore ; 

Oh, let thy love our spring-tide be, 
And make us all bear fruit to thee. 


38 (162) 
1 Gop of my life, through all my days 
My grateful powers shall sound thy 

raise 5 
The song shall wake with opening light, 
And warble to the silent night. 


When anxious care wouldbreak myrest, 

And grief would tear er throbbing 
breast, 

Thy tuneful praises raised on high, 

‘Shall check the murmur and the sigh. 


3 When death o’er nature shall prévail, 
And all my powers of language fail, 
Joythro’ myswimming eyes shall break, 
and mean the thanks I cannot speak. 

4 But, oh, when that last conflict’s o’er, 
And I am chained to flesh no more, 
With what glad accents shall I rise 
To join the music of the skies ! 

5 Soon shall I learn the exalted strains — 
Which echo o’er the heavenly plains, 
And emulate, with joy unknown, 

The glowing seraphs round thy throne. 


Dopprince. 
39 (334) 


1 NATURE with opeu volume stands 
To spread its Maker’s praise abroad ; 
And every labor of his hands 

Shows something worthy of a God. 
But in the grace that rescued man 
His brightest form of glory shines ; 
Here on the cross ’tis fairest drawn 
In precious blood and crimson lines. 
Oh the sweet wonders of that cross, 
Where God the Saviour loved and died! 
Her noblest life my spirit draws 


From his dear wounds and bleeding side. 
Warts. 


PRAISE TO GOD. s 


WEALD. LIV: 


i. ( 


1, God is the ref-uge of his saints, Whenstormsof sharp dis-tress in - vade; 


2 a 
Be-hold him  pres-ent with his aid. 


40 (147) 

2 Loud may the troubled ocean roar ; 
In sacred peace our souls abide ; 
While every nation, every shore, 
Trembles and dreads the swelling tide. 

3 There is a stream whose gentle flow 
Supplies the city of our God, 

Life, love, and joy, still gliding thro’, 
And watering our divine abode. 

4 That sacred stream, thine holy word, 
Our grief allays, our fear controls ; 
Sweet peace thy promises afford, 

And give new strength to fainting souls. 


5 Zion enjoys her Monarch’s love, 
Secure against a threatening hour ; 
Nor can her firm foundation move, 

Built on his truth, and armed with 
power. 


Watts. 


41, (153) 
1 Wart,*O my soul! thy Maker’s will ; 
Tumultuous passions, all be still ! 
Nor let a murmuring thought arise ; 
é. His ways are just, his counsels wise. 


*"s 


es: 


2 He in the thickest darkness dwells, 
Performs his work, the cause conceals ; 
But, though his methods are unknown, 
Judgment and truth support his throne. 


3 In heaven, and earth, and air, and seas, 
He executes his firm decrees ; 
And by his saints it stands confessed, 


That what he does is ever best, 
BEDDOME, 


42 (161) 
1 THROUGH every age, eternal God, 
Thou art our rest, our safe abode : 
High was thy throne ere heaven was 
made, 
Or earth, thy humble footstool, laid. 


2 But man, weak man, is born to die, 
Made up of guilt and vanity ; 
Thy dreadful sentence, Lord, was just— 
“Return, ye sinners, to your dust.” 


Ld . 
3 Death, like an overflowing stream, 
Sweeps us away ; our life’s a dream— 
An empty tale—a morning flower, 


Cut down and withered in an hour. 
/ Watts. 


18 GOD. 
~ROCKINGHAM. -L, Mason. 


oer —— nee 


1, My God, my King, thy va-rious praise Shall fill the rem-nant of my days; 
—B—- = | 
JS a eee Eee 
333355 SS 


Thy grace em-ploy my BEA Soe Till deathand glo - raise the song. 
#g: 
ea i jtot foes Bo ope =e 
| : | ; EE f= i ; 


43 (140) / 45 Gan 


2 The wings of every hour shall bear (x Wiruall my pow’rs of heaes and tongue, 
Some thankful tribute to thine ear; ——_—iI'Il praise my Maker in my song 

And every setting sun shall see Angels shall hear the notes I paise, 
New works of duty done for thee. Approve the song, and join the praise. 


2 To God I cried when troubles rose ; 
He heard me, and subdued my foes. 
Iie did my rising fears control, 

And strength diffused thro’ all my soul. 

3 Amid a thousand snares, I stand 


3 Let distant times and nations raise 
The long succession of thy praise ; 
And unborn ages make my song 
The joy and triumph of their tongue. 


44 (124)| Upheld and guarded by thy hand ; 
1 Come, O my soul! in sacred lays Thy words my fainting soul revive, 
Attempt thy great Creator’s praise : And keep my dying faith alive. warts. 
But, oh, what tongue can speak his 
fame ? fs 40 73°) 


1 BieEss, O my soul, the living God ; 


What mortal verse can reach the theme? 
Call home thy tho’ts that rove abroad : 


2 In all our Maker’s grand designs, Let all the powers within me join 
Almighty power with wisdom shines ; In work and worship so divine. 
His works, through all this wondrous | 2 ’Tis he, my soul, that sent his Son 
frame, To die for crimes which thou hast done ; 
Declare the glory,of his name. He owns the ransom, and forgives, 


3 Raised on devotion’s lofty wing, The hourly tolls of our lives. 
Do thou, my soul, his glories sing ; 3 Let every land his power confess ; 
And let his praise employ thy tongue, | Let all the earth adore his grace : 


Till list’ning worlds shall join the song? My heart and tongues with rapture join, © 
BLACKLock, In work and worship so divine. warts, 


\- 
1. 


LORG ODS 


PRAISE 19 
PETERBOROUGH. C. M. L. Mason. 
OQ 3-2 | S$ ss 4 === = SS ESS 
1. Since all the va-rying scenes of time God’s watch-ful eye sur - veys, 
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Oh, who so wise to choose our 


lot, 


47 (211) 

‘2 Good when he gives, supremely good, 
Nor less when he denies ; 

E’en crosses, from his sovereign hand, 
Are blessings in disguise. 


3 Why should we doubt a Father's love, | 


. So constant and so kind? 
Yo his unerring, gracious will 
Be every wish resigned. 
4 In thy fair book of life divine, 
My God, inscribe my name ; 
There Jet it fill some humble place, 
Beneath my Lord, the Lamb. 


Hervey. 

48 

1 THERE is a safe and secret place 
Beneath the wings divine, 

Reserved for all the heirs of grace: 

Oh, be that refuge mine! 

2 The least and feeblest there may bide, 

Uninjured and unawed ; 

While easands fall on every side, 
He rests secure in God. 

3 He feeds in pastures large and fair, 
Of love and truth divine ; 


(228) | 


22 $f C fe : 


O child of God, O glory’s heir! 
How rich a lot is thine! 


4 A hand almighty to defend, 
An ear for every call, 
An honored life, a peaceful end, 


And heaven to crown it all! 
Lyte. 


AC) (218) 
t My Shepherd will supply my need ; 
Jehovah is his name ; 
In pastures fresh he makes me feed, 
Beside the living stream. 


2 He brings my wandering spirit back 
When I forsake his ways, 
And leads me, for his mercy’s sake, 
In paths of truth and grace. 


3 When I walk through the shades of 
death, 
Thy presence is my stay ; 
A word of thy supporting breath 
Drives all my fears away. 


4 Thy hand, in sight of all my. foes, 
Doth still my table spread ; 

My cup with blessings overflows ; 
Thine oil anoints my head. 


GOD. 


Trans-port - ed with 


= | 
the view, I’m lost In 


—S- cs at 


+ t 
Transported with the view, 


5° (205) 
1 WHEN all thy mercies, O my God, 
My rising soul surveys, 
Transported with the view, I’m lost 
In wonder, love, and praise. 


2 Unnumbered comforts on my soul 
Thy tender care bestowed, 
Before my infant heart conceived 
From whom those comforts flowed. 


3 When in the slippery path of youth 
With heedless steps I ran, 
Thine arm, unseen, conveyed me safe, 
And led me up to man. 


Ten thousand thousand precious gifts 
My daily thanks employ ; 

Nor is the least a cheerful heart, 
That tastes those gifts with joy. 


5 Through every period of my life 
Thy goodness I’ll pursue ; 
And after death, in distant worlds, 
The glorious theme renew. 


6 Through all eternity, to thee 
A joyful song I'll raise : 

But oh! eternity’s too short 
To utter all thy praise ! 


ADDISON. 


51 (200) 
1 SWEET is the memory of thy grace, 
My God, my heavenly King ; 
Let age to age thy righteousness 
In songs of glory sing. 
2 God reigns on high, but ne’er confines, 
His goodness to the skies; 
Thro’ the whole earth his bounty shines, 
And every want supplies. 


3 With longing eyes thy creatures wait 
On thee for daily food, : 
Thy lib’ral hand provides their meat, 
And fills their mouths with good. 


4 Creatures with all their endless race, 
Thy power and praise proclaim ; 

But saints that taste thy richer grace 
Delight to bless thy name. 


Watts. 


PRAISE PO: GOD. 21 


Peed OFIN’S. = CoM. 


That spread the flow - ing seas a- broad, And built the loft - y skies. 
| 


= 


ae (175) 6 Creatures that borrow life from thee 
Are subject to thy care ; 
There’s not a place where we can flee 
But God is present there. — Warts. 


1 I sinc th’ almighty power of God, 
That made the mountains rise, 
That spread the flowing seas abroad, 


And built the lofty skies. 53 (177) 
; ( ; ! 7 . 
2 I sing the wisdom that ordained 1 Lorp! when my raptured thought sur 
veys 
The sun to rule the day ; ler ee pn 
ae : f Creation’s beauties o’er, 
The moon shines full at his command, ar ‘ 
Res alf'tha sk b All nature joins to teach thy praise, 
peemiagie ges ba gc § And bid my soul adore. 
3 I sing the goodness of the Lord, 2 Where’er I turn my gazing eyes, 
That filled the earth with food ; Thy radiant footsteps shine ; 
He formed the creatures with his word,| Ten thousand pleasing wonders rise, 
And then pronounced them good. And speak their source divine. 


4 On me thy providence hath shone 
With gentle, smiling rays ; 
Oh! let my lips life and make known 
Thy goodness and thy praise. 
5 All-bounteous Lord ! thy grace impart ; 


4 Lord! how thy wonders are displayed 
Where’er I turn mine eye ! 
If I survey the ground I tread, 
Or gaze upon the sky! 


5 There’s fiot a plant or flower below Oh! teach me to improve 
But makes thy glories known ; Thy gifts, with ever-grateful heart, 
And clouds arise, and tempests blow, And crown them with thy love. 
- By order from thy throne. Srexue. 


22 
DOWNS. C. M. 


GOD. 


Beep: 


I. God movesin 


mys - te-rious way 


wonders to _— per - form; 


ee 


He plantshis foot - steps in 


the sea, 


And rides up - on 
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2 Deep in unfathomable mines 
Of never-iailing skill, 
He treasures up his vast designs, 
~ And works his sovereign will. 


3 Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take ; 


’ The clouds ye so much dread 
Are big with mercy, and will break 
In blessings on your head. 


4 Judge not the Lord by feeble sense, 
But trust him ‘for his grace ; 
Behind a frowning providence 
He hides a smiling face. 


5 His purposes will ripen fast, 
Unfolding every hour ; 
The bud may have a bitter taste, 
But sweet will be the flower. 


6 Blind unbelief is sure to err, 
And scan his work in vain ; 

God is his own interpreter, © 

And he will make it plain. 


° 
Cowprr. 


(193) | 55 


I 


2 


3 


(186) 

Keep silence, all created things ! 
And wait your Maker’s nod ; 

My soul stands trembling, while she 

The honors of her God. [sings 


Life, death, and hell, and worlds un- 
Hang on his firm decree ;_ [known, 
He sits on no precarious throne, 
Nor borrows leave to be. 


His providence unfolds the book, 
And make his counsels shine ; 

Each opening leaf, and every stroke, 
Fulfills some. deep design. 


My God! I would not long to see 
My fate, with curious eyes— 
What gloomy lines are writ for me, 

Or what bright scenes may ‘rise, 


In thy fair book of life and grace, 
Oh! may I find my name 

Recorded in some humble place, 
Beneath my Lord, the Lamb. 


Waris. 


” 


PRAISE TO GOD. 


to 
Los) 


GLARKES..”~ GG, M: T. CLARKE. 


“™— 
My heart and tongue employ. 


_fod PaPl : 3 | 


My feet shall visit thine abode, 
My songs address thy throne. 


eS i 
f my God shall still My heart and tongue em-ploy, 


(202) 
1 THRO’ all the changing scenes of life, 


In trouble and in joy, 2 Among the saints that fill thy house, 
The praises of my God shall still My offerings shall be paid ; 
My heart and tongue employ. There shall my zeal perform the vows 


My soul i ish made. 
2 The hosts of God encamp around een Sea 


The dwellings of the just ; 
Deliverance he affords to all 
Who on his succor trust. 


How much is mercy thy delight, 
Thou ever blesséd God! 

How dear thy servants in thy sight! 
How precious is their blood! 


o>) 


3 Oh, make but te his love! 4 How happy all thy servants are! 
Experience will decide How great thy grace to me! 


How blest are they, and only they, | My life, which thou hast made thy care, 
Who in his truth confide. Tord Gente tothe. 


4 Fear him, ye saints, and you will then | 5 Now I am thine, forever thine, 


Have nothing else to fear ; Nor shall my purpose move ; 
Make you his service your delight ; Thy hand hath loosed my bonds of pain, 
He'll make your wants his care. And bound me with thy love. 
“, Tate & Brapy, ‘ 
Yes 6 Here in thy courts I leave my vow, 
57. (203) And thy rich grace record ; 
1 Wuar shall I render to my God Witness, ye saints, who hear me now, 
For all his kindness shown? If I forsake the Lord. Warts, 


CAMBRIDGE. 


Congregation. 


GOD. 


premely good, And kind are all his ways, And kind are all his ways, And kind are all his ways. 


eB 


(214) 


2 All nature owns his guardian care, 
In him we live and move ; 
But nobler benefits declare 
The wonders of his love. 
3 He gave his Son, his only Son, 
To ransom rebel worms ; 
Tis here he makes his goodness known 
’ In its diviner forms. 
4 To this dear refuge, Lord, we come, 
Tis here our hope relies ; 
A safe defence, a peaceful home, 


When storms of trouble rise. sre: 


By 


1 My soul, how lovely is the place 
To which thy God resorts ! 
’Tis heaven to see his smiling face, 
Though in his earthly courts. 
2 There the great Monarch of the skies 
His saving power displays ; 
And light breaks in upon our eyes . 
With kind and quickening rays. 
3 With his rich gifts the heavenly Dove 
Descends and fills the place, 


-., = ee Shy ee 
SESS ee ee ee ae 
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While Christ reveals his wondrous love, 
And sheds abroad his grace. 


4 There, mighty God, thy words declare 
The secrets of thy will ; 
And still we seek thy mercy there, 
And sing thy praises still. warts. 


60 (196) 
1 BEGIN, my tongue, some heav’nly theme, 
And speak some boundless thing ; 
The mighty works, or mightier name, 
Of our eternal King. 


2 Tell of his wondrous faithfulness, 
And sound his power abroad ; 
Sing the sweet:promise of his grace, 
And. the performing God. 
His every word of grace is strong, 
As that which built the skies ; 
The voice that rolls the stars along, 
Speaks all the promises. 
4 Oh, might I hear thy heavenly tongue 
But whisper, “Thou art mine!” 
Those gentle words should raise my 
song 
To notes almost divine. 


io) 


Warts. 


PRAISE 


ST, MARTINS. C. M. 


TO GOD. 25 


Wo. TAansur, 1735. 


I’ve none but thee 
ae 


61 (220) 

In vain the bright, the burning sun 
Scatters his feeble light ; 

’Tis thy sweet beams create my noon— 
If thou withdraw, ’tis night. 


And while upon my restless bed 
Through midnight hours I roll, 

If my Redeemer shows his head, 
*Tis morning with my soul. 


To thee I owe my wealth and friends, | 


My health and safe abode ; 
Thanks to thy name for meaner things, 
But they are not my God. 


Were I possessor of the earth, 
And called the stars my own, 

Without thy graces and thyself, 
I were a wretch undone, 


Let others stretch their arms like seas, 
And grasp in all the shore, 

Grant me the visits of thy face, 
And I desire no more. Waris. 


62 (221) 


t My God! the spring of all my joys, 
The life of my delights, 
The glory of my brightest days, 
And comfort of my nights. 


2 In darkest shades if he appear, 
My dawning is begun! 
He is my soul’s sweet morning star, 
And he my rising sun. 


3 The opening heavens around me shine 
With beams of sacred bliss, 
While Jesus shows his heart is mine, 
And whispers, I am his! 
4 My soul would leave this heavy clay 
At that transporting word, 
Run up with joy the shining way, 
T’ embrace my dearest Lord. 
Fearless of heliffend ghastly death, 
I’d break through every foe ; 
The wings of love, and arms of faith, 


Should bear me conqueror through, 
Watts, 
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2 (239) | 4 Not all the harps above 


Can make a heavenly place, 
If God his residence remove, 
Or but conceal his face. 


2 He knows we are but dust 
Scattered with every breath ; 
His anger, like a rising wind, 


Can send us swift to death. 65 (237) 
3 Our days are as the grass, 1 THE Lord my Shepherd is ; 
~ Or like the morning flower ; I shall be well supplied : 
If one sharp blast sweep o’er the field, Since he is mine, and I am his, 
It withers in an hour. What can I want beside? 
4 But thy compassions, Lord, 2 He leads me to the place, 
To endless years endure ; Where heavenly pasture grows, 
And children’s children ever find Where living waters gently pass, 
Thy words of promise sure. warrs. And full salvation flows. 
64. (236) 3 If eer I go astray, 


He doth my soul reclaim: 
And guides me in his own right way, 
For his most holy name. 
4 While he affords his aid, 
I cannot yield to fear ; ; 
Though I should walk through death’s 
dark shade, 
My Shepherd’s with me fee 
‘5 The bounties of thy love 
Shall crown my future days ; 


ane Scale Si oan Dies Nor from thy house will I remove, 
They sit around thy gracious throne, Not cease to eneeierenaaaan 
And dwell where Jesus is. 2 es. Warts 


1 My God, my Life, my Love, 
To thee, to thee I call ; 
I can not live, if thou remove, 
For thou art all in all. 


2 Thy shining grace can cheer 
_ This dungeon where I dwell ; 
’Tis paradise when thou art here ; 
If thou depart, ’tis hell. 
3 To thee, and thee alone, 


ia 
pat 


PRAISE TO GOD: 


SILVER STREET. S.M. With Coda. 


I, Smitx. 


sing; Je - ho - vah 


Lord, Hal - le - lu - jah! Praise 


ye, the. , Lord, 


2 He form’d the deeps unknown, 
He gave the seas their bound ; 
The watery worlds are all his own, 
And all the solid ground. 


3 Come, worship at his throne, 
Come, bow before the Lord ; 
We are his works and not our own, 
He form'd us by his word. 


4 To-day attend his voice, 
Nor dare provoke his rod ; 
Come, like the people of his choice, 
And own your gracious God. 


(229) 


Warts, 
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67 
~ Oh, bless the Lord, my soul ! 
Nor let his mercies lie 
Forgotten in unthankfulness, 
And without praises die. 


(231) 


N 


3 ‘Tis he forgives thy sins ; 
Tis he relieves thy pain ; 
Tis. he that heals thy sicknesses, 
And gives thee strength again. 


He crowns thy life with love, 
When ransomed from the grave ; 
He, who redeemed my soul from hell, 


Hath sovereign power to save. 
Warts. 


68 (232) 
1 THE Lord Jehovah reigns ; 
Let all the nations fear ; 
Let sinners tremble at his throne, 


And saints be humble there. 


2 Jesus the Saviour reigns ; 
Let earth adore its Lord ; 
Bright cherubs his attendants stand, 
And swift fulfill his word. 


3 In Zion is his throne ; 
His honors are divine ; 
His church shall make his wonders 
known, 
For there his glories shine. 


4 How holy is his name ! 
How terrible his praise ! 
Justice, and truth, and judgment join, 


In all his works of grace. Warts. 


69 (98) 
1 My soul, repeat his praise, 
Whose mercies are so great, 
Whose anger is so slow to rise, 


So ready to abate. 


2 His power subdues our sins, 
And his forgiving love, 
Far as the east is from the west 
Doth all our guilt remove. 


3 High as the heavens are raised 
Above the ground we tread, 
So far the riches of his grace 


Our highest thoughts exceed. 
Warts, 


er Re isghe oN Ack bViier ¥y 


7s & 6s. 


WEBB. 


Wess. 


1. Hail to the Lord’s Anointed, Great David’s greater Son ; Hail, in the time appointed, 
p. s. To take away transgression, 


seep S SE 


~D.S. 


And rule in e-qui-ty. 


SESS 


His reign on earth begun! He comes to break oppression, To set the captive free, 


7O 
2 He comes with succor speedy, 
To those who suffer wrong ; 
To help the poor and needy, 
And bid the weak be strong ; 
To give them songs for sighing, 
Their darkness turn to light, 


(294) 


Whose souls, condemned and dying, : 


Were precious in his sight. 


3 He shall descend like showers 

Upon the fruitful earth ; 

And love and joy, like flowers, 
Spring in his path to birth: 

Before him, on the mountains, 
Shall peace, the herald, go ; 

And righteousness, in fountains, 
From, hill to valley flow. 


4 To him shall prayer unceasing, 
And daily vows ascend ; 
His kingdom, still increasing, 
A kingdom without end : 


The tide of time shall never 
His covenant remove ; 

His name shall stand for ever: 
That name to us is Love. 


rk 
/1 WueN his salvation bringing, 
To Zion Jesus came, 
The children all stood singing 


Hosanna to his name. 


Children’s Hymn, 


Nor did their zeal offend him, 
But as he rode along, 

He bade them still attend him, 
And smiled to hear their song. 


2 Then since the Lord retaineth 
His love for children still— 
Though now as King he reigneth 
On Zion’s heavenly hill— 
We'll flock around his banner, 
Who sits upon the throne, 
And sing aloud, Hosanna! 
To David’s royal Son. 


MoNTGOMERY. 


(295) 
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Hanpet. Arr, dy L. Mason. 


the world, the Lord is 


come ! 


Let 


Let earth re-ceive her King! 
§ 


ev - ery heart - pre- pare him 


room, 


And heaven and nature sing, 
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And heaven and na- ture 


Saas 


heaven and na-ture sing,.:.....0.0....se08- And heaven and na-ture sing. 
SING, eis sein i Seld cle sale dit cae e Na Waletaee ee tee 
sing, And heaven and na- eo sing. 
72 (281) AS (282) 


2 Joy to the world, the Saviour reigns ; 
Let men their songs employ ; 
While fields and floods, rocks, hills, 
and plains ~ 
Repeat the sounding joy. 


3 No more let sin and sorrow grow, 
Nor thorns infest the ground ; 
He comes to make his blessing 
flow 
Far as the curse is found. 


4 He rules the world with truth and 
grace, 
And makes the nations prove 
The glories of his righteousness, 


And wonders of his love. 
Watts. 


1 SING to the Lord, ye distant lands, 
Ye tribes of every tongue ; 
His new-discovered grace demands 
A new and nobler song. 


2 Say to the nations Jesus reigns, 
God’s own almighty Son ; 
His power the sinking world sustains, 
And grace surrounds his throne. 


3 Let heaven proclaim the joyful day ; 
Joy through the earth be seen; 
Let cities shine in bright array, 
And fields in cheerful green. © 


4 Let an unusual joy surprise 
The islands of the sea ; 
Ye mountains, sink; ye valleys, rise ; 
Prepare the Lord his way. 


OHM wbs theo NALLY TTY. 


5 Behold, he comes ; he comes to bless 
The nations, as their God, 

To show the world his righteousness, 

And send his truth abroad. 9 


6 But when his voice shall raise the dead, | 

And bid the world draw near, | 

How will the guilty nations dread 
To see their Judge appear ! 


Warts. 


Ts (283) 
1 Morrats, awake, with angels join, 
And chant the solemn lay ; 
Joy, love, and gratitude, combine 
To hail th’ auspicious day. 
2 In heaven the rapturous song began, | 
And sweet seraphic fire 
Through all the shining legions ran, 
And strung and tuned the lyre. 


3 Swift through the vast expanse it flew, 
And loud the echo rolled ; 

The theme, the song, the joy, was new, 

"T'was more than heaven could hold. | 


4 Down through the portals of the sky 
Th’ impetuous torrent ran ; 
And angels flew, with eager joy, 
To bear the news to man. 


5 Hail, Prince of life! forever hail, 
- Redeemer, brother, friend ! 
Though earth, and time, and life should 
. fail, 
Thy praise shall never end. 


: 7 MEDLEY. 
‘4 , 
ay (284) 
1 Hark! the glad sound! the Saviour 
comes, 


4 _ The Saviour promised long ! 


Bey 


_ = 
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Let every heart prepare a throne, 
And every voice a song. 


He comes, the prisoner to release, 
In Satan’s bondage ‘held ; 

The gates of brass before him burst, 
The iron fetters yield. 


He comes, from thickest films of vice 
To clear the mental ray, 

And on the eyeballs of the blind 
To pour celestial day. 


He comes, the broken heart to bind, 
The bleeding soul to cure, 

And with the treasures of his grace 
To enrich the humble poor. 


Our glad hosannas, Prince of Peace, 
The welcome shall proclaim, 
And heaven’s eternal arches ring 
With thy beloved name. poppxiwce. 
76 


(285) 
1 ANGELS rejoiced and sweetly sung 
At our Redeemer’s birth ; 
Mortals ! awake ; let every tongue 
Proclaim his matchless worth. 


_2 Glory to God, who dwells on high, 


And sent his only Son 
To take a servant’s form, and die, 
For evils we had done! 


Good-will to men ; ye fallen race! 
Arise, and shout for joy ; 

He comes, with rich, abounding grace, 
To save, and not destroy. 


3 


Lord ! send the gracious tidings forth, 
And fill the world with light, 

That Jew andGentile, through theearth, 
May know thy saving might. turn. 


4 
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1. While shepherds watch’d their flocks by night, All seated on the ground, The angel of the 
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he} (288) | 78 | (290) 


2 “ Fear not,” said he,—for mighty dread | 1 Awake, awake the sacred song 


Had seized their troubled mind,— To our incarnate Lord! 
“Glad tidings of great joy I bring, Let every heart and every tongue 
To you and all mankind. Adore th’ eternal Word. 
3 “To you, in David’s town, this day, 2 That awful Word, that sovereign Power, 
Is born of David’s line, By whom the worlds were made— 
The Saviour, who is Christ, the Lord, Oh, happy morn! illustrious hour !— 
And this shall be the sign :— - Was once in flesh arrayed! 
4 “The heavenly: babe you there shall| 3 Then shone almighty power and love, 
To human view displayed, [find In all their glorious forms, 
All meanly wrapped in swathing bands,; When Jesus left his throne above, 
And in a manger laid.” To dwell with sinful worms. 
5 Thus spake the seraph—and forthwith | 4 Adoring angels tuned their songs 
Appeared a shining throng To hail the joyful day; | _ __ 
Of angels, praising God, who thus With rapture then let mortal tongues 
Addressed their joyful song :— Their grateful worship pay. 


6 “ All glory be to God on high, 
And to the earth be peace ; 
Good-will henceforth from heaven to 
men 
Begin, and never cease !” 


5 What oie Lord, to thee is due! 
With wonder we adore ; 
But could we sing as angels do, 


Our highest praise were poor. — 
Tate. | | STEELE. 
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STELLA. L. M. 


| First time. 


star a-lone, of ll 
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When marshall’d on the night-ly plain, The glittering host be - 
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a-lone the Sav-iour ee “is 


| 
stud the sky, One 
the’ 'sin-ner’s [Oats can eeuroe 
them star of, | Omir. vccances tee ] 


Second. Fine. 
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79 (291) 

3 Once on the raging seas I rode, 

The storm was loud, the night wasdark; 

The ocean yawned, and rudely blowed 

The wind that tossed my foundering 
bark. 

4 Deep horror then my vitals froze, 
Death-struck, I ceased the tide to stem ; 
When suddenly a Star arose— 

It was the Star of Bethlehem. 

5 It was my guide, my light, my all ; 

It bade my dark forebodings cease ; 

And through the storm, and danger’s 
thrall, 

It led me to the port of peace. 


6 Now safely moored—my perils o’er, 
I'll sing, first in night’s diadem, 
Forever, and forevermore, 
ibe Star—the Star of Bethlehem! 

q } H. Kirke Wuire. 
80 (292) 
t Waen Jordan hushed his waters still ; 

And silence slept on Zion’s hill, 


. | 


When Bethlehem’s shepherds, through 
the night, 

Watched o’er their flocks by starry 
light— 

Hark! from the midnight hills around, 

A voice of more than mortal sound, 

In distant hallelujahs stole, 

Wild murmuring o’er the raptured 
soul : 

“QO Zion, lift thy raptured eye ; 

The long-expected hour is nigh ; 

The joys of nature rise again ; 

The Prince of Salem comes to reign. 

“See, Mercy, from her golden urn, 

Pours a rich stream to them that 
mourn ; 

Behold she binds with tender care, 

The bleeding bosom of despair. 

“He comes to cheer the trembling 
heart ; 

Bids Satan and his host depart ; 

Again the day-star gilds the gloom, 


Again the bowers of Eden bloom,” 
T. CAMPBELL, 
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81 (317) | 2 If poorly clothed, or proudly bi 


2 For, ever on thy burdened heart 
A weight of sorrow hung ; 
Yet no ungentle, murmuring word 
Escaped thy silent tongue. 


3 Thy foes might hate, despise, revile, 
Thy friends unfaithful prove ; 
Unwearied in forgiveness still, 
Thy heart could only love. 


4 Oh, give us hearts to love like thee! 
Like thee, O Lord, to grieve 
‘Far more for others’ sin than all 
The wrongs that we receive. 
5 One with thyself, may every eye, 
In us, thy brethren, see 
The gentleness and grace that spring 
From union, Lord, with thee. 
82 


(318) 
1 INCARNATE Word! by every grief, 
By each temptation tried, 
Who lived to yield our ills relief, 
And to redeem us died! 


In need, or wealth we dwell, 
Remind us of thy manger bed, 
And lowly cottage cell. 


3 Through fickle fortune’s various scene, 
From sin preserve us free ; 
Like us thou hast a mourner been, 
May we rejoice with thee! 
83 (319) 


1 TuHovu art the Way: to thee alone 
From sin and death we flee ; 
And he who would the Father seek, 
Must’seek him, Lord, by thee. 


2 Thou art the Truth: thy word alone 
True wisdom can impart ;' 
Thou only canst instruct the mind, 
And purify the heart. 


3 Thou art the Life: the rending tomb 
Proclaims thy conquering arm ; 
And those who put their trust in thee 
Nor death nor hell shall harm. 


Doane. 
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AUTUMN. 8s & 7s. Double. SPANISH. 


love like thee, Gra-cious One of Be-tha - ny? 
a 


4 — 
Sav-iour,who can love like thee, 


8 Living to retrace the story 

+ (320) Of the hearts he solaced here. 

2 When the pangs of trial seize us, Lord, when I am called to die, 
When the waves of sorrow roll, Let me think of Bethany. 


I will lay my head on Jesus, 
Pillow of the troubled soul. 
Surely, none can feel like thee, 
Weeping One of Bethany. 


4 Jesus wept! that tear of sorrow 
Is a legacy of love ; 
Yesterday, to-day, to-morrow, 
He the same doth ever prove. 
3 Jesus wept! and still in glory, Thou art all in all to me, 
He can mark each mourner’s tear; | Living One of Bethany! 
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(311) 

From heaven he came, of heaven he 
spoke, 

To heaven he led his followers way ; 

Dark clouds of gloomy night he broke, 

Unveiling an immortal day. 


“Come, wanderers, to my Father’s 
home ; 

Come, all ye weary ones, and rest :” 

Yes, sacred Teacher, we will come, 

Obey thee, love thee, and be blest. 


Decay, then, tenements of dust ; 
Pillars of earthly pride, decay : 

A nobler mansion waits the just, 
And Jesus has prepared the way. 


Bowrinc. 


(312) 
ArT even ere the sun was set, 
The sick, O Lord, around thee lay ; 
Oh, in what divers pains they met! 
Oh, with what joy they went away! 


Once more ’tis eventide, and we 
Oppressed with various ills draw near : 


What if thy form we cannot see? 
We know and feel that thou art here. 


O Saviour Christ, our woes dispel ; 
For some are sick, and some are sad, 
And some have never loved thee well, 
And some have lost the love they had. 


And some have found the world is 
vain, 

Yet from the world they break not free ; 

And some have friends who give them 
pain, 

Yet have not sought a friend in thee. 


O Saviour Christ, thou too art Man: 

Thou hast been troubled, tempted, 
tried ; 

Thy kind but searching Site can scan 

The very wounds that shame would 
hide. 


The touch has still its ancient power ; 
No word from thee can fruitless fall ; 
Hear, in this solemn evening hour, 


And in thy mercy heal us all. 


CHRIST'S LIFE 


87 (313) 

1 WHEN power divine, in mortal form, 
Hushed with a word the raging storm, 
In soothing accents Jesus said— 
“Lo! it is I; be not afraid.” 


2 Blest be the voice that breathes from 
heaven, 
To every heart in sunder riven, 
When love, and joy, and hope are fled— 
“Lo! it is I; be not afraid.” 


3 And when the last dread hour is come, 
While shuddering nature wails her 
doom, ; 

This voice shall call the pious dead— 
“Lo! it is I; be not afraid.” 7. &. syrru. 


88 (314) 
t My dear Redeemer, and my Lord, 
I read my duty in thy word ; 
But in thy life the law appears, 
Drawn out in living characters. 


2 Such was thy truth, and such thy zeal, 
Such deference to thy Father’s will, 
Such love, and meekness so divine, 

I would transcribe and make them 
mine. 


3 Cold mountains and the midnight air 
Witnessed the fervor of thy prayer ; 
‘The desert thy temptations knew, 
Thy conflict and thy victory too. 


4 Be thou my pattern ; make me bear 
More of thy gracious image here ; 
Then God, the Judge, shall own my 

name 
Among the followers of the Lamb. 


Watts. 


AND MINISTRY. 


89 (315) 
1 How beauteous were the marks divine, 
That in thy meekness used to shine, 

That lit thy lonely pathway, trod 
In wondrous love, O Son of God! 
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2 Oh, who like thee, so calm, so bright, 
So pure, so made to live in light? 
Oh, who like thee did ever go 
So patient through a world of woe? 


3 Oh, who like thee, so humbly bore 
The scorn, the scoffs of men, before? 
So meek, forgiving, godlike, high, 

So glorious in humility ? 

4 Oh, in thy light be mine to go, 

Illuming all my way of woe ; 
And give me ever on the road 
To trace thy footsteps, Son of God! 


A. C. Coxe, 
go (316) 
1 WHEN like a stranger on our sphere, 
The lowly Jesus wandered here, 
Where’er he went, affliction fled, 


And sickness reared her fainting head. 


2 The eye that rolled in irksome night, 
Beheld his face,—for God is light ; 
The opening ear, the loosened tongue, 
His precepts heard, his praises sung. 

3 With bounding steps, the halt and lame 
To hail their great Deliverer came ; 
O’er the cold grave he bowed his head, 
He spake the word, and raised the dead. 


4 Despairing madness, dark and wild, 


In his inspiring presence smiled ; 
The storm of horror ceased to roll, 


And reason lightened through the soul. 
Mon'1GOMERY. 
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cross, The wondrous cross of Je - sus; ) 
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power, And ey- ery Stain it frees..... § us. Then I’m clinging, clinging, clinging, Oh, I’m 
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WELTON. 
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Theme by MALAN. 


| = 
Onwhichthe Princeof glo - ry _ died, 
™ a aw 
o in al 


: 1. When I sur-vey “tes wondrous cross, 


| My richest gain I count but loss, 


(330) 
2 Forbid it, ‘Lord! that I should boast 
Save in the death of Christ, my God ; 
All the vain things that charm me most, 
I sacrifice*them to his blood. 


3 See, from his head, his hands, his feet, 
Sorrow and love flow mingled down ; 
Did e’er such love and sorrow meet, 
Or thorns compose so rich a crown? 


4 Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
That were a present far too small ; 
Love so amazing, so divine, 
Demands my soul, my life, my all. 

Warts. 


g2- (333) 


rt “’Tts finished !”—so the Saviour cried, 


And meekly bowed his head and died : 


“Tis finished !”—yes, the race is run, 
p the aie fought, the victory won. 


« ‘Tis. finished. !’—this his dying groan 
* Shall sins of deepest hue atone, 

And millions be redeemed from death 

_ By Jesus’ last, expiring breath. 
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is recon- 


“°Tis finished !’”—Heaven 


ciled, 
And all the powers of darkness spoiled; 
Peace, love, and happiness again 
Return, and dwell with sinful men. 


“Tis finished !”—let the joyful sound 
Be heard through all the nations round : 
“Tis finished !”—let the triumph rise, 
And swell the chorus of the skies. 


STENNETT. 
93 (331) 
1 STRETCHED on the are the Saviour 


dies ; 
Hark! bis expiring groans arise ; 
See, from his hands, his feet, his side, 
Descends the sacred, crimson tide. 


2 Can I survey this scene of woe, 
Where mingling grief and mercy flow 
And yet my heart so hard remain, 
Unmoved by either love or pain? 


Come, dearest Lord, thy grace impart, 
To warm this cold, this stupid heart, 
Till all its powers and passions move 


In melting grief and ardent love. 
STEELE. 
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94 (347) 


2 Was it for crimes that I had done 
He groaned upon the tree? 

Amazing pity! grace unknown! 
And love beyond degree! 

Well might the sun in darkness hide, 
And shut his glories in, 

When God, the mighty Maker, died, 

_ For man the creature’s sin. 


io) 


Thus might I hide my blushing face 
While his dear cross appears, 

Dissolve my heart in thankfulness, 
And melt mine eyes to tears. | 

But drops of grief can ne’er repay 
The debt of love I owe: 

Here, Lord, I give myself away ; 
’Tis all that I can do. 


Watts. 
95 (348) 
1 Dark was the night, and cold the 


ground 
On which the Lord was laid ; 
His sweat like drops of blood ran down; 
In agony he prayed,— 
2 “Father, remove this bitter cup, 
If such thy sacred will ; 


If not, content to drink it up, 
Thy pleasure I fulfil.” 


3 Go to the Garden, sinner; see 
Those precious drops that flow; 
The heavy load he bore for thee ; 
For thee he lies so low. 


4 Then learn of him the cross to bear ; 
Thy Father’s will obey ; 
And, when temptations press thee near, 
Awake to watch and pray. Hawes. 


96 
1 AnD did the Holy and the Just, 
The Sovereign of the skies, 
Stoop down to wretchedness and dust, 
That guilty man might rise ? 


(349) 


2 He took the dying sinner’s place, 
And suffered in his stead ; 
For man, oh miracle of grace! 
For man the Saviour bled. 


3 Dear Lord, what heavenly wonders 
: dwell 
In thine atoning blood ! 
By this are sinners saved from hell, 
And rebels brought to God.  srerzz, 


pall 
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97 (344) Is this the Infinite ? ’tis he, 
1 Fromwhencethesedireful omensround, My Saviour and my God! 
Which heaven and earth amaze? 4 For me these pangs his soul assail, 
And why do earthquakes cleave the For me this death is borne ; 
Why hides the sun his rays? [ground?} My sins gave sharpness to the nail, 
2 Well may the earth astonished shake, And pointed every thorn. 
And nature sympathize ; 3 
; : Let r 
The sun as darkest night be black: 5 Pe a aed ee ee a 
, reak, Lord, its tyrant chain ; 
Their Maker, Jesus, dies ! , 
ome Oh save me, whom thou cam’st to save, 
3 Behold, fast streaming from the tree, Nor bleed, nor die in vain. 
His all-atoning blood ! S. WESLEY, Jr. 


ON THE CROSS. 7s, 6s & 8s. 


For you he shed _his precious blood, On the cross, on the cross! j} 


ores 


sa - bac - tha - ni;” 


I = 2 

| i Be - hold! be-hold! the Lambof God, On the cross, on the cross! 
It 

f 

\) 

| 

la - ma 


Now hear his all - im-port-ant cry, “E - loi 


Draw near, and see your Say-iour die, 


’ ’ (35 ie 
2 Where’er I go I'll tell the story 3 Let every mourner come and cling 


Of the cross, of the cross ! To the cross, to the cross ! 
In nothing else my soul shall glory, Let every Christian come and sing, 
Save the cross, save the cross! Round the cross, round the cross ! 
Yes, this my constant theme shall be, Here let the preacher take his stand, 
Through time and in eternity, And with the Bible in his hand, 
That Jesus suffer’d death for me, Proclaim the triumphs of the Lamb 


On the cross, on the cross! On the cross, on the cross ! 


42 ; GOD. 5 he 


GETHSEMANE. 7s. 6 lines. 


to dark Geth-se - ma- ne, Ye i feel tempt-er’s power , 


ee Aelaeeen 
— SS 2 


Your Re-deem-er’s con - flict see: Watch with him one bit - ter hour: 
toh : ap: EB : 

Sa ee eee 
= : =o 

= —— SS oe 
— O 2 


Turn not from his griefs a-way; Learn of Je - sus Christ to pray. 


See 


99 (383), LOG | (363) 
2 Follow to the judgment-hall ; 1 Wou.pst thou learn the depth of sin, 
-View the Lord of life errboned! All its bitterness and pain? 
Oh the wormwood and the gall ! What it cost thy God to win 
Oh the pangs his soul sustained ! Sinners to himself again? 
Shun not suffering, shame, or loss: Come, poor sinner, come with me ; 
Learn of him to bear the cross. Visit sad Gethsemane. 
3 Calvary’s mournful mountain climb ; | 2 Wouldst thou know God’s: wondrous 
There, adoring at his feet, ‘ love? 
Mark that miracle of time, . Seek it not beside the throne ; 
God’s own sacrifice complete. List not angels’ praise above ; 
“Tt is finished !” hear him cry ; _ Come and hear the heavy groan 
Learn of Jesus Christ to die. By the Godhead heaved for thee, 


Sinner, in Gethsemane. 
Hate the sin that cost so dear ; 
Love the God that loved thee so ; 
Weep thou must, but likewise fear 
Christ is risen, he seeks the skies ; Lest that fountain freshly flow, 
: : That once freely gushed for thee 
Saviour, teach us so to rise 
Montcomery. In sorrowful Gethsemane.  Monsei. 


4 Early hasten to the tomb, 

Where they laid his breathless clay ; 3 
All is solitude and gloom : 

Who hath taken him away? 


Ghk hs bs teh o lL RRC. TON AN D GLORY: 43 
MARTYN. 7s. Double. Marsu. 


Fine, 


Ma-ry to the Sav-iour’stomb MHast-ed at the ear - ly dawn ; 
* ] Spice she brought, and sweet perfume, But the Lord she loved was _ gone. 


D.C. Trembling, whilea crys - tal flood Is -sued from her weep-ing eyes. 


~~ 
| For a-while she lin-gering stood, Filled with sor-row and sur - prise; 


Shrouded in the winding-sheet,— 
Lying in the rock alone, 
Hidden by the sealéd stone. 


IOI (360) Still he slept ; from head to feet 


2 Jesus, who is always near, 
Though too often unperceived, 
Came his drooping child to cheer, 


Kindly asking why she grieved : 2 Late at even there was seen 
Though at first she knew him not, Watching long the Magdalene ; 
When he called her by name Early, ere the break of day, 
Then her griefs were all forgot, Sorrowful she took her way 
For she found he was the same. To the holy garden glade, 


Where her buried Lord was laid. 
3 Grief and sighing quickly fled 
As she heard his welcome voice ; 
Just before, she thought him dead, 
Now, he bids her heart rejoice. 
What a change his word can make, 
Turning darkness into day! 
You who weep for Jesus’ sake, 
He will wipe your tears away. 
¥ 


3 So with thee till life shall end 
I would solemn vigil spend ; 
Let me hew thee, Lord, a shrine 
In this rocky heart of mine, 
Where in pure embalméd cell 
None but thee may ever dwell. 


4 Myrrh and spices will I bring, 


Newton. True affection’s offering ; 
; “, : Close the door from sight and sound 
102 (361)| Of the busy world around ; 


1 Restinc from his work to-day, And in patient watch remain 
In the tomb the Saviour lay ; | Till my Lord appear again. Wavyreneap. 


* 


1. Ye hum-ble souls that seek the 


GOD. 


Lord, Chase all your fears 


103 (384) 
2 Thus low the Lord of life was brought, 
’ Such wonders love can do! 
Thus cold in death that bosom lay, 
Which throbbed and bled for you. 


3 If ye have wept at yonder cross, 
And still your sorrows rise, 
Stoop down and view the vanquished 
grave, 
Then wipe your weeping eyes. 


4 Yes, dry your tears, and tune your 
songs, 
The Saviour lives again ; 
Not all the bolts and bars of death 
The Conqueror could detain. 


5 High o’er th’ angelic band he rears 
His once dishonored head ; 
And through unnumbered years he 
reigns, 
Who dwelt among the dead. 


Dopprince,. 


1O4. 
1 Now let our cheerful eyes survey 
Our great High Priest above, 
And celebrate his constant care, 
And sympathetic love. 


(385) 


2 Though raised to a superior throne, 
Where angels bow around, 
And high o’er all the shining train, 
With matchless honors crowned ;— 


3 The names of all his saints he bears 
Deep graven on his heart ; 
Nor shall a name once treasured there 
E’er from his care depart. 


4 Those characters shall fair abide, 
- Our everlasting trust, 
When gems and monuments, and 
Are moldered into dust. —_ [crowns, 


5 So, gracious Saviour, on my breast 
May thy dear name be worn, 
A sacred ornament and guard, 


To endless ages borne. pDopprmce. 


CHRIST’S RESURRECTION AND GLORY. 


105 
1 WITH joy we meditate the grace 
Of our High Priest above ; 
His heart is made of tenderness, 
His bosom glows with love. 


(386) 


2 Touched with a sympathy within, 
He knows our feeble frame ; 
He knows what sore temptations mean, 
For he hath felt’ the same. 


3 He in the days of feeble flesh 
Poured out his cries and tears ; 
And in his measure feels afresh 
What every member bears. 


4 Then let our humble face address 
His mercy and his power ; 
We shall obtain delivering grace 
In the distressing hour. Warr. 


106 (39°) 


1 Tue head that once was crowned with | 


thorns 
Is crowned with glory now ; 
A royal diadem adorns, 
The mighty Victor’s brow. 


2 The highest place that heaven affords 
Is his by sovereign right : 
The King of kings, and Lord of lords, 
He reigns in glory bright ;— 


3 The joy of all who dwell above, 
The joy of all below, 
To whom he manifests his love, 
And grants his name to know. 


4 To them, the cross, with all its shame 
With all its grace is given ; 


be 


45 


Their name, an everlasting name, 
Their joy—the joy of heaven. 


5 To them the cross is life and health, 
Though shame and death to. him ; 
His people’s hope, his people’s wealth, 


Their everlasting theme. — Krny, 


107 (391) 
t WELCOME thou Victor in the strife, 
Welcome from out the cave! 
To-day we triumph in thy life 
Around thine empty grave. 


2 Our enemy is put to shame, 
His short-lived triumph o’er ; 
Our God is with us, we exclaim, 
We fear our foe no more. 


3 Oh, share with us the spoils, we pray, 
Thou diedst to achieve ; f 
We meet within thy house to-day, 
Our portion to receive. 


4 And let thy conquering banner wave 
O’er hearts thou makest free, 
And point the path that from the 
grave : 
Leads heavenward up to thee. 


5 We die with thee: oh, let us live 
Henceforth to thee aright! 
The blessings thou hast died to give 
Be daily in our sight. 


6 Fearless we lay us in the tomb, 
- And sleep the night away, 
If thou art there to break the gloom, 
And call us back to-day. 


ScHMOLKE, 


40 


TAPPAN. 


GOD. 


Geo. Kincs.ey. 


| : 
1. I say to all men, farand near, 


with usnowand here, Thathe is with usnowandhere, And ev-er shall 


( 


—— 


4 


ee es ee 


108 (387) 
2 And what I say, let each this morn 
Go tell it to his friend, 
That soon in every place shall dawn 
His kingdom without end. 
3 Now first to souls who thus awake, 
Seems earth a fatherland ; 
A new and endless life they take 
With rapture from his hand. 
4 Now let the mourner grieve no more, 
Though his beloved sleep ; 
A happier meeting shall restore 


Their light to eyes that weep. 
: Novatis, 


109 (388) 
1 THE morning purples all the sky, 
The air with praises rings, 
Defeated hell stands sullen by, 
The world exulting sings : 
2 While he, the King all strong to save, 
Rends the dark doors away, 
And through the breaches of the grave 
Strides forth into the day. 
3 The shining angels cry, “ Away 
With grief; no spices bring ; 


| 


Not tears, but songs, this joyful day, 
Should greet the rising King !” 
4 Glory to God! our glad lips cry ; 
All praise and worship be 
On earth, in heaven, to God Most 
High, 
For Christ’s great victory ! 
IIo 


t Ox! for a shout of sacred joy 
To God, the sovereign King ; 
Let all the lands their tongues employ, 
And hymns of triumph sing. 
2 Jesus, our God, ascends on high ; 
His heavenly guards around 
Attend him rising through the sky, 
With trumpets’ joyful sound. 
3 While angels shout and praise their 
King, : 
Let mortals learn their strains ; 
Let all the earth his honor sing ;— 
O’er all the earth he reigns. 
4 Rehearse his praise, with awe profound; 
Let knowledge lead the song ; 
Nor mock him with a solemn sound 


(389) 


Upon a thoughtless tongue. Warts, 


CHRIST’S SECOND ADVENT. 


avis 


LUTHER. 


47 


T. Hastincs. 


| wait - ing here, 


These a- ges of de - lay? 


These a - ges of de - lay? 


eee ee 


1 at a 


2 Come! for the good are few, 
They lift the voice in vain ; 
Faith waxes fainter on the earth, 
And love is on the wane. 


(407) 


3 Come! for love waxes cold, 
Its steps are faint and slow ; 
Faith now is lost in unbelief ; 
Hope’s lamp burns dim and low. 


4 Come! for creation groans, 
Impatient of thy stay, 
Worn out with these long years of ill, 
These ages of delay. 


5 Come, and make all things new ; 
Build up this ruined earth, 
Restore our faded Paradise, 
Creation’ s second birth ! 


6 Coane, ‘and begin thy reign 
Of everlasting peace ; 
Come, take the kingdom to thyself, 
Great King of Righteousness! 


Bonar. 


I1I2 


t THE Church has waited long 
Her absent Lord to see ; 
And still in loneliness she waits, 
A friendless stranger she. 


(408) 


to 


Age after age has gone ; 
Sun after sun has set, 

And still, in weeds of widowhood, 
She weeps a mourner yet. 


3 Saint after saint on earth 


Has lived, and loved, and died ; 
And as they left us one by one, 
We laid them side by side. 


4 The whole creation groans, 


And waits to hear that voice 
That shall restore her comeliness, 
And make her wastes rejoice. 


6 Come, Lord, and wipe away 


The curse, the sin, the stain, 
And make this blighted world of ours 


Thine own fair world again. 
Bonar. 


48 GOD. 


BEBRON Ie 


L. .Mason, 


I. When Christ came down onearthof old, 


a took our na - ture Poa and low; 


SS S— == 


2-3 


He wore no coe of an -gel mould, 2 shared our weakness and our woe. 


113 


throne ; 


And earth and heaven shall flee before 


The face of him that sits thereon. 


3 O Son of God! in glory crown’d, 


The Judge ordain’d of quick and dead ; 


And son of man! so pitying found 
For all the tears thy people shed ; 


4 Be with us in that awful hour, 
And by thy crown, and by thy grave, 
And all thy love and all thy power, 
In that great day of. judgment save ! 


(402) 
2 But when he cometh back once more, 
Then shall be set the great white 


a ee eee 


3 So now may oraees with heavénly 


shower 
Our stony hearts for truth prepare ; 
Sow in our souls the seed of power, 
Then come and reap thy harvest there. 


HeseEr. 
te (404) 
1 THE Lord will come! the earth shall 
quake ; 


The hills their fixéd seat forsake ; 
And, withering, from the vault of night 
The stars withdraw their feeble light. 


2 The Lord will come! a dreadful form, 


With wreath of flame, and robe of storm 
On cherub wings, and wings of wind, 
Anointed Judge of human kind. 


II4 (403) | 3 Can this be he who wont to stray 


1 O Saviour, is thy promise fled, 
Nor longer might thy grace endure 


To heal the sick, and raise the dead, 


And preach thy gospel to the poor? 


2 Come, Jesus, come! and, as of yore, 


The prophet went to clear thy way, 
A harbinger thy feet before, 
A dawning to thy brighter day ; 


A pilgrim on the world’s highway, 

By power oppress’d, and mock’d by 
pride, 

The Nazarene, the Crucified? ~— 


4 Go, tyrants! to the rocks complain ; 


Go, seek the mountain’s cleft in vain! 
But faith, victorious o’er the tomb, 
Shall sing for joy—the Lord is come ! 


Heer, 


PRATSE;TO. CHRIST. 49 


HENDON... 7s. Maan. 


ward I win?Whosethe nameI glo-ry in? Je -sus Christ, the Cru-ci - fied. 
in 


fe + ras S <2. z a eel — " 
—— — = — 
! 
116 gis) | 117 (419) 
2 What is faith’s foundation strong? 1 EartH has nothing sweet or fair, 
What awakes my lips to song? Lovely forms or beauties rare. 
He who bore my sinful load, But before my eyes they bring 
Purchased for me peace with God, Christ, of beauty source and spring. 
Jesus Christ, the Crucified. 2 When the morning paints the skies, 
3 Who defeats my fiercest foes ? When the golden sunbeams rise, 
Who consoles my saddest woes ? Then my Saviour’s form I find 
Who revives my fainting heart, . Brightly imaged on my mind. 
Healing all its hidden smart? 3 When the day-beams pierce the night, 
Jesus Christ, the Crucified. Oft I think on Jesus’ light, 
4 Who is life in life to me? Think how bright that light will be, 
Who the death of death will be? Shining through eternity. 
Who will place me on his right 4 When I see in spring-tide gay, 
With the countless hosts of light? Fields their varied tints display, 
__ Jesus Christ, the Crucified. Wakes the thrilling thought in me, 
5 This is that great thing I know; What must their Creator be? 
This delights and stirs me so ; 5 Lord of all that’s fair to see, 
Faith in him who died to save, Come, reveal thyself to me! 
~ Him who triumphed o’er the grave, Let me, ’mid thy radiant. light, 
} Jesus Christ, the Crucified. See thine unveiled glories bright. 
Monse tt, Sresivus, 


GOD. 


ELLESDIE. 8s & 7s. 


Arr, by J. P. [pani 


oth - By. Well de-serves the name of Bien 


soe ae ae 
pi zi S 


His is love be-yond a broth-er’s, Cost - ly, free, and knowsno end 
D.s. But our Je - sus died to have -us Re - con-ciled in him to God. 


et NE uh pts 


I. One there is, a--bove all 


!o, Which of all our friends, to 


Save us, 


ee eee a 


Could or would have pe his blood? 


3 When he lived on earth abaséd, 
_ Friend of sinners was his name ; 
Now, above all glory raised, 
He rejoices in the same. 


4 Could we bear from one another 
What he daily bears from us? 
Yet this glorious Friend and Brother 
Loves us though we treat him thus. 


5 Oh for grace our hearts to soften! 
Teach us, Lord, at length to love! 
We, alas! forget too often 


What a Friend we have above. 
NEWTON. 


119 


1 Curist, above all glory seated ! 
King eternal, strong to save ! 


(423) 


To thee, Death, by death defeated, 
Triumph high and glory gave. 
2 Thou art gone, where now is given, 
What no mortal might could gain: 
On the eternal throne of heaven, 
In thy Father’s power to reign. 


3 There thy kingdoms all adore thee, 
Heaven above and earth below, 
While the depths of hell before thee, 
Trembling and defeated bow. 


4 We, O Lord! with hearts adoring, 
Follow thee above the sky: 
Hear our prayers thy grace imploring, 
Lift our souls to thee on high. 


5 So when thou again in glory 
On the clouds of heaven shalt shine, 
We thy flock shall stand before thee, 
Owned forevermore as thine. 


PRALS Bet Oe CH R IST: 51 
ARIEL. C. P. M. L. Mason. 


I 
1. Oh, could I speak the match-less worth, Oh, could I sound the glories forth, 


ety — le fo — te f 
jee feaa as gee oe Se 


r 
notes al-most di-vine, In notes al - most di - vine. 


EZOD (425) | In loftiest songs of sweetest praise, 
I would to everlasting days 


1 On, could I speak the matchless worth, Make all his glories known. 


Oh, could I sound the glories forth, 
Which in my Saviour shine, 
I’d soar and touch the heavenly | 
strings, 
And vie with Gabriel while he sings 
In notes almost divine. 


4 Well, the delightful day will come 
When my dear Lord will bring me 
home, 
And I shall see his face; 
Then with my Saviour, Brother, Friend, 
A blest eternity I’ll spend, 


2 I'd sing the precious blood he spilt, Triumphant in his grace. wease 
My ransom from the dreadful guilt Bee roa i 
__ Of sin, and wrath divine : To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
I'd sing his glorious righteousness, The God whom heaven’s triumphant 
In which all-perfect heavenly dress host é 
My soul shall ever shine. And saints on earth adore ; 
-3 I'd sing’ the characters he bears, Be glory as in ages past, 
And all the forms of love he wears, As now it is, and so shall last, 


Exalted on his throne: When time shall be no more. 


GOD.. 


* NEvKomM. 


to the Lord a no - ble song; 


7S} 


= HS -o-. 
- wake, my soul, a- wake, my tongue; 


eet (434) 
2 See where it shines in Jesus’ face, 
The brightest image of his grace; 
God, in the person of his Son, 
Has all his mightiest works outdone. 


3 Grace, ’tis a sweet, a charming theme ; 
My thoughts rejoice at Jesus’ name ; 
Ye angels, dwell upon the sound ; 

Ye heavens, reflect it to the ground. 


4 Oh, may I reach the happy place 
Where he unveils his lovely face, 
His beauties there may I behold, 


And sing his name to harps of gold. 
Watts. 


122 (435) 


1 Jesus, thou everlasting King! 
Accept the tribute which we bring ; 
Accept the well-deserved renown, 
And wear our praises as thy crown. 


2 Let every act of worship be 
Like our espousals, Lord, to thee: 
Like the dear hour, when from above 
We first received thy pledge of love. 


3 The gladness of that happy day ! 
Our hearts would wish it long to stay ; 
Nor let our faith forsake its hold, 
Nor comfort sink, nor love grow cold. 


4 Each following minute, as it flies, 
Increase thy praise, improve our joys, 
Till we are raised to sing thy name, 
At the great supper of the Lamb. 


Warts. 


123 (436) 


1 THERE is none other name than thine, 
Jehovah Jesus ! Name divine !— 
On which to rest for sins forgiven— 
For peace with God, for hope of heaven. 


There is none other name than thine, 
When called my spirit to resign, 
To bear me through that latest strife, 
And e’en in death to be my life. 


N 


3 Name above every name! thy praise 
Shall fill the remnant of my days: 
Jehovah Jesus! Name divine, 

Rock of salvation! thou art mine. 


BRATS ied OmGH RUST. 
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KINGSLEY. 


ord our 


the Lamb, 


God, 


124 
2 Worthy is he that once was slain, 
' The Prince of life, that groaned and 
died, 
Worthy to rise, and live and reign 
At his almighty Father’s side. 


3. Honor immortal must be paid, 
Instead of scandal and of scorn; 
While glory shines around his head, 
He wears a crown without a thorn. 


Blessings forever on the Lamb, 
Who bore the curse for wretched men! | 
Let angels sound his sacred name, 


And every creature say, “ Amen.” 
Watts. 


125 (432) | 
1 Come, lét us sing the song of songs— | 
The saints in heaven began the strain— 
The homage which to Christ belongs : 
“Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain !”’ 


2 To him who suffered on the tree, 
Our souls, at his soul’s price, to gain, 
_ Blessing, and praise, and glory be: 
‘Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain !” 


(431) | 3 To him, enthroned by filial right, 

All power in heaven and earth pro- 
claim, 

Honor, and majesty, and might: 

“Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain !” 


Long as we live, and when we die, 

And while in heaven with him we reign, 
This song, our song of songs shall be : 
“Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain!” 


MontTGomery. 
126 (442) 


1 WE sing the praise of him who died, 
Of him who died upon the cross ; 
The sinner’s hope let men deride, 
For this we count the world but loss. 


4 


2 The cross! it takes our guilt away ; 
It holds the fainting spirit up ; 
It cheers with hope the gloomy day, 
And sweetens every bitter cup. 


3 The balm of life, the cure of woe, 
The measure and the pledge of love, 
The sinner’s refuge here below, 


The angels’ theme in heaven above. 
Key, 


54 


COWPER.. C.M. 


GOD. 


L, Mason. 


1. How sweet the name of 


Je-sussounds In a 
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be-liev-ers ear! It 


127 (470) 


1 How sweet the name of Jesus sounds 
In a believer’s ear! 
It soothes his sorrows, healshiswounds, 
And drives away his fear. 


2 It makes the wounded spirit whole, 
And calms the troubled breast ; 
*Tis manna to the hungry soul, 
And to the weary rest. 


3 Jesus, my Shepherd, Guardian, Friend, 
My Prophet, Priest, and King,— 
My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End, 
Accept the praise I bring. 


4 Weak is the effort of my heart, 
And cold my warmest thought ; 
But, when I see thee as thou art, 
‘T’ll praise thee as I ought. 


5 Till then I would thy love proclaim 
With every fleeting breath ; 
And may the music of thy name © 
Refresh my soul in death. 


NEWTON. 


128 


1 Jesus, the very thought of thee, 
With sweetness fills my breast : 
But sweeter far thy face to see, 
And in thy presence rest. 


(468) 


2 Nor voice can sing, nor heart can 
frame, 
Nor can the memory find 
A sweeter sound than thy blest name, 
O Saviour of mankind! 


3 O Hope of every contrite heart ! - 
O Joy of all the meek! 
To those who fall, how kind thou art! 
How good to those who seek ! 


4 But what to those who find? Ah! this, 
Nor tongue nor pen can show, 
The love of Jesus, what it is, 
None but his loved ones know. 


5 Jesus, our only joy be thou, 
As thou our prize wilt be ; 
Jesus, be thou our glory now, 
And through eternity, 


Bernarp. 


PRAISE. TO .CHRIST. 55 
THE CLEANSING FOUNTAIN. C. M. Western ME Lopy. 
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Lose all their guilt-y Stains,... 


% 
129 (473)| 139 (455) 
2 The dying thief rejoiced to see 1 Ou, sing to him who loved and bled, 

That fountain in his day ; Ye heaven-born sinners, sing ; 
And there have I, as vile as he, *T was Jesus suffered in your stead ; 
Wash’d all my sins away. Own him your God and King. 
3 Dear dying Lamb! thy precious blood | 2 He washed us, in his precious blood, 
Shall never lose its power, From every guilty stain ; 
Till all the ransom’d Church of God, He made us kings and priests to God, 
Are saved, to sin no more. And we shall with him reign. 
4 E’er since, by faith, I saw the stream | 3 Sing of his everlasting love, 
Thy flowing wounds supply, From whence salvation flows ; 
Redeeming love has been my theme, Sing to him here, then sing above, 
And shall be, till I die. : Of all that he bestows. 
5 And wher this feeble, stam’ring tongue | 4 To him that loved us when depraved, 
_ Lies silent in the grave, When guilty, blind, and poor ; 
_ Then, in a nobler, sweeter song, To him that loved, and died, and saved, 
I'll sing thy power to save. Cowper. Be glory evermore. 


* May also be sung to tune on opposite page. 
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His lips with grace o’er - flow. 
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131 ' (474) 


2 No mortal can with him compare, 
Among the sons of men; 
Fairer is he than all the fair 
That fill the heavenly train. 


3 He saw me plunged in deep distress, 
And _flew to my relief ; 

~ For me he bore the shameful cross, 
And carried all my grief. 

4 Since from his bounty I receive 
Such proofs of love divine, 

Had I a thousand hearts to give, 

Lord, they should all be thine. 


STENNETT. 


a (475) 
1 I’ve found the pearl of greatest price ! 
My heart doth sing for joy ; 
And sing I must, for Christ is mine! 
Christ shall my song employ. 
2 Christ is my Prophet, Priest, and King ; 
My Prophet full of light, 
My great High-Priest before the throne, 
My King ‘of heavenly might. 
3 Christ is my Peace ; he died for me, 
For me he gave his blood ; 


SSS 


And as my wondrous Sacrifice, 
Offered himself to God. 


4 Christ Jesus is my All in All,— 
My Comfort and my Love ; 
My Life below, and he shall be 
My Joy and Crown above. 


133 (467) 
1 PLUNGED in a gulf of dark despair, 
We wretched sinners lay, 
Without one cheerful beam of hope, 
Or spark of glimmering day. 
2 With pitying eyes the Prince of grace 
Beheld our helpless grief 5 
He saw, and, oh amazing love ! 
He ran to our relief. fh 


3 Down from the shining seats above 
With joyful haste he fled, 
Entered the grave in mortal flesh, 
And dwelt among the dead; 


4 Oh! for this love let rocks and hills 
Their lasting silence break ; 
And all harmonious human tongues 


The Saviour’s praises speak. 
Warts. 


Poco r vl Ore CH RAST. 


57 


Wm. B. Brapsury. 


love 


thy charm-ing name, 


‘ 
"Tis mu - sic to mine ear; 


Ree 
Fain would I sound it out 


= 


so loud, 


=) 
That earth and heaven should hear. 


ror (465) 
1 Jesus! I love thy charming name, 
’Tis music to mine ear ; 
Fain would I sound it out so loud, 
That earth and heaven should hear. 


2 Yes!—thou art precious to my soul, 
My transport and my trust ; 
Jewels, to thee, are gaudy toys, 
And gold is sordid dust. 
3 All my capacious powers can wish, 
In thee doth richly meet ; 
Nor to mine eyes is light so dear, 
Nor friendship half so sweet. 


4 Thy grace still dwells upon my heart, 
And sheds its fragrance there ;— 
The noblest balm of all its wounds, 
. The cordial of its care. 


5 I'll speak the honors of thy name, 
With my last laboring breath ; 


Then, speechless, clasp thee in mine 


arms, . 
_ The conqueror of death. 


DopprincE. 


E55 
1 SALVATION ! oh, the joyful sound ! 
Tis pleasure to our ears ! 
A sovereign balm for every wound, 
A cordial for our fears. 


(481) 


2 Buried in sorrow and in sin, 
At hell’s dark door we lay ; 
But we arise, by grace divine, 
To see a heavenly day. 


Salvation ! let the echo fly 
The spacious earth around, 
While all the armies of the sky 

Conspire to raise the sound ! 


1) 


4 Salvation! O thou bleeding Lamb, 

To thee the praise belongs : 

Our hearts shall kindle at thy name, 
Thy name inspire our songs. 

DOXOLOGY. 

Ler God the Father, and the Son, 
And Spirit, be adored, 

Where there are works to make him 

known, 

Or saints to love the Lord. 


Watrs, 


58 
MANOAH. 


| 
| 


GOD. 


‘*GREATOREX CoLL,”’ 


Re - deem - er 


lives; He lives who once was dead; 


To in grief he 


com - fort gives; 


With peace he crowns my head. 


a 
136 (461) 


2 He lives, triumphant o’er the grave, 
At God’s right hand on high, 
My ransomed soul to keep and save, 
To bless and glorify. 


3 He lives that I may also live, 
And now his grace proclaim ; 
He lives that I may honor give 
To his most holy name. 


4 Let strains of heavenly music rise, 
While all their anthem sing « 
To Christ, my precious sacrifice, 
And ever-living King. 


Sy, (462) 
1 THERE is a name I love to hear, 
I love to speak its worth : 
It sounds like music in mine ear, 
The sweetest name on earth. 


2 Jesus! the name I love so well 
The name I love to hear! 
No saint on earth its worth can tell, 
No heart conceive how dear. 


3 This name shall shed its fragrance still 
Along life’s thorny road, 
Shall sweetly smooth the rugged hill 
That leads me up to God. 
4 And there, with all the blood-bought 
throng, 
From sin and sorrow free, 
I'll sing the new eternal song 
Of Jesus’ love for me. 


138 (463) 
1 THou dear Redeemer, dying Lamb, 
We love to hear of thee ; 
No music’s like thy charming name, 
Nor half so sweet can be. 
2 Oh may we ever hear thy voice, 
In mercy to us speak ; 
And in our Priest we will rejoice, 
Thou great Melchisedec. 
3 When we appear in yonder cloud, 
With all the favored throng, 
Then will we sing more sweet, more 
loud, 


And Christ shall be our song. 
Mapan’s CoLt. 


Panels Poet OF CH REST. 


CAMBRIDGE. C.M. 


Congregation. 


Congregation. 


—) = 


Choir. 
e =: a= l ==— =e 
; Wee 


ind 


God and King,The triumphs of his grace, The Mea: of his eres. The triumphs ofhis grace ! 


SESS Saas 


aft ae 


139 (452) 
2 My gracious Master and my God, 
Assist me to proclaim, 
To spread, through all 
abroad, 
The honors of thy name. 
3 Jesus, the name that calms our fears, 
That bids our sorrows cease ; 
*Tis music in the sinner’s ears, 
’Tis life, and health, and peace ! 
4 He breaks the power of cancelled sin, 
He sets the pris’ner free ; 
His blood can make the foulest clean ; 


His blood availed for me. 
C. WeEsLEy. 


the earth 


I40 
1 Come, let us join our cheerful songs 
- With angels round the throne ; 
Ten thousand thousand are their 
tongues, 
But all, their joys are one. 
2 “Worthy. the. Lamb that died,” they 
cry, 
“To be exalted thus !” 


“Worthy the Lamb !” our lips reply, 
“ For be was slain for us.” 
3 Jesus is worthy to receive 
Honor and power divine ; 
And blessings, more than we can give, 
Be, Lord, forever thine ! 
4 Let all that dwell above the sky, 
And air, and earth, and seas, 
Conspire to lift thy glories high, 


And speak thine endless praise. 
Watts, 


a (460) 
r ComE, let us join our songs of praise 
To our ascended Priest ; 
He entered heaven with all our names 
Engraven on his breast. 
2 Below he washed our guilt away, 
By his atoning blood ; 
Now he appears hefore the throne, 
And pleads our cause with God. 
3 Oh! may we ne’er forget his grace, 
Nor blush to bear his name ; 
Still may our hearts hold fast his faith 
Our lips his praise proclaim. ; 


60 
CORONATION. C.™M. 


GOD. 


Ottver Ho pen. 


fs 3533 


1. All hail ! the pow’r of Jesus’ name! Let angels Bee fall ! Bring forth the royal di-a-dem, 


eeprpt trie fee ty 


| fa 


2. 


(446) 
2 Ye chosen seed of Israel’s race, 
Ye ransomed from the fall ; 
Hail him, who saves you by his grace, 
And crown him Lord of all. 
Sinners, whose love can ne’er forget 
The wormwood and the gall ; 
Go, spread your trophies at his feet, 
.And crown him Lord of all. 
4 Let every kindred, every tribe, 
On this terrestrial ball, 
To him all majesty ascribe, 
And crown him Lord of all. 


W 


Oh! that with yonder sacred throng, 
We at his feet may fall ; 

We’! join the everlasting song, 
And cfown him Lord of all. 


PERRENET, 
143 (447) 


1 BeHoLp the glories of the Lamb, 
Amid his Father’s throne ; 
Prepare new honors for his name, 
And songs before unknown. 
2 Let elders worship at his feet, 
The church adore around, 


. 


With vials full of odors sweet, 
And harps of sweeter sound, 


3 Those are the prayers of all the saints, 
And these the hymns they raise ; 
Jesus is kind to our complaints ; 
He loves to hear our praise. 


4 Now to the Lamb that once was slain, 
Be endless blessings paid ! 
Salvation, glory, joy remain 
Forever on thy head ! arr! 


Ti (448) 
1 Sing we the song of those who stand 
Around the eternal throne, 
Of every kindred, clime, and land, 
A multitude unknown. 


2 “Worthy the Lamb for sinners slain,” 
Cry the redeemed above, 
“ Blessing and honor to obtain, 
And everlasting love !” 


3 “Worthy the Lamb,” on earth we sing, 
“Who died our souls to save ! 
Henceforth, O Death ! where is thy 
sting ? 
Thy victory, O Grave !” Moxtcommry. 


ERALSE DOOGCHRIST, 61 


CRANBROOK. S.M. Tuomas CLARK. 


Har - mo - nious ® the ear ! 


Se 


1. Grace, ’tis a charm-ing sound! 


the ech -o shall re - sound, 
Heaven with the ech - o shall re - 


Heaven with 


Heaven with the ech-o shall re- bana. And all the earth shall hear, And 
sound, Heaven with the ech-o shall re- sound, And all the earth shall 
- 


hear. 
hear. 


the earth.:..... shall 


the earth shall hear, And all 
the earth shall 


And all the earth shall hear, And all 


aS . = 
ol a 
——————— Eaceen wine be aot ae === 
———— eo a Sol wees! seat 


o- 


145 (477)|3 Grace led my roving feet 
1 Grace, ’tis a charming sound ! To tread the heavenly road ; 
Harmonious to the ear! And new supplies, each hour, I meet, 
Heaven with the echo shall resound, While pressing on to God. 


And all the earth shall hear. 4 Grace all the work shall crown, 


2 Grace first contrived the way Through everlasting days; 
To save rebellious man; It lays in heaven the topmost stone, 
And all the steps that grace display And well deserves the praise. 


Which drew the wondrous plan. Dopprincr, 


62 
LISBON. 


S. 


GOD. 


ez 


1. A-wake, and sing the song 


Of Mo-ses and 


146 
1 AWAKE, and sing the song 
Of Moses and the Lamb! 
Wake, every heart and every tongue, 
To praise the Saviour’s name. 


2 Sing of his dying love ; 
Sing of his rising power: 
Sing how he intercedes above, 
‘For those whose sins he bore. 


3 Sing, till we feel our hearts 
Ascending with our tongues ; 
Sing, till the love of sin departs, 
And grace inspires our songs. 


4 Sing on your heavenly way, 
Ye ransomed sinners, sing ! 
Sing on, rejoicing every day 
In Christ, th’ exalted King, 
5 Soon shall we hear him say, 
“Ve blesséd children, come!” 
Soon will he call us hence away 


To our eternal home. 
Hammonp, 


147 
1 To praise our Shepherd’s care, 
His wisdom, love, and might, 
Your loudest, loftiest songs prepare, 
And bid the world unite. 
2 Supremely good and great, - 
He tends his blood-bought fold ; 
He stoops, tho’ thron’d in highest state, 
The feeblest to uphold. 
3 He hears their softest plaint ; 
He sees them when they roam ; . 
And if his meanest lamb should faint, 
His bosom bears it home. 
4 Kind Shepherd of the sheep, 
A weakly flock are we ; 
And snares and foes are nigh ; but keep 
The lambs who look to thee. Havercau 


(480) 


DOXOLOGY. 
Ye angels round the throne, 
And saints that dwell below, 
Worship the Father, praise the Son 
And bless the Spirit, too, 


PRATSE el OP GHRIS dT. 63 
THE SWEETEST NAME. Wm. B. Brappury. 


SS ee —- 


No name so sweet in  heav - en,— 


is noname so_ sweet on earth, 


To Christ, the Sav - iour, 


giv - en. 


We love to sing a-roundourKing, And _ hail him bless-ed Je - sus: 


So 


For there’s no word ear’ ev- er heard dear, sosweet as Je - sus. 


lon) 
3? Bi SS Se SE EES 
== = 


148 (489) | 3 So now, upon his Father’s throne, 
Almighty to release us 
From sin and pains, he ever reigns, 
The Prince and Saviour Jesus. 
We love to sing, etc. 


1 THERE is no name so sweet on earth, 
No name so sweet in heaven,— 
The name before his wondrous birth 
To Christ, the Saviour, given. 


We love to sing, etc. 4 O Jesus, by that matchless name, 
2 And when he hung upon the tree, Thy grace shall fail us never ; 
They wrote this name above him, To-day as yesterday the same, 
That allmight see the reason we Thou art the same forever. 
Forevermore must love him. Then let us sing, around our King, 
We love to sing, etc. The faithful, precious Jesus, etc. 


G. W. Beruuneg. 


64 
ZT Yak 


GOD. 


Wm. B. Brapsury. 


Gee 


I. Sure the blest Com - fort - er 


Else would my hopes for-ev - er _ die, 


And ev-erycheer-ing ray de - part. 


== 
eed (500) | 
2 Whene’er, to call the Saviour mine, 
With ardent wish my heart aspires,— 
Can it be less than power divine, 

‘That animates these strong desires ? 
And, when my cheerful hope can say,— | 
I love my God and taste his grace,— 
Lord! is it not thy blissful ray, 

That brings this dawn of sacred peace ? 
Let thy good Spirit in my heart 
Forever dwell, O God of love! 

And light and heavenly peace impart,— 


Sweet earnest of the joys above. 
STEELE, 


ee (501) 
1 Cong, gracious Spirit, heavenly Dove, 
With light and comfort from above : 

Be thou our guardian, thou our guide! 
O’er every thought and step preside. 
2 To us the light of truth display, 
And make us know and choose thy 
Ray 2s 
Plant holy fear in every heart, 


+ 


That we from God may ne’er depart. 


sf 


Lead us to holiness—the road 
That we must take to dwell with God ; 
Lead us to Christ, the living way, 

Nor let us from his precepts stray. 


Lead us to God, our final rest, 
To be with him forever blest; 
Lead us to heaven, its bliss to share— 
Fulness of joy forever there ! 


wer (502) 
1 Come, Holy Spirit, calm my mind, 
And fit me to approach my God; 
Remove each vain, each worldly 
thought, 
And lead me to thy blest abode. 


Browne. 


. 
2 Hast thou imparted to my soul 


A living spark of holy fire ? 
Oh kindle now the sacred flame, 
Make me to burn with pure desire! 


A brighter faith and hope impart, 
And let me now my Saviour see ; 

Oh soothe and cheer my burden’d heart, 
And bid my spirit rest in thee! 


Burver Coit. 


m yy. 


FL OEn Yi 


GREENVILLE. 8s & 7s. 


Double. 


SPLRGT. 65 


J. J. Rousseau. 


Love di - vine, all 
Fix in us 


love ex - cell- ing, Joy 
thy hum-ble dwell-ing; 


of heaven, to earth come down; a: 


All thy faith-ful mer-cies crown 


love thou art; 


: Je - sus, thou art 


all com - pas-sion,—Pure, un-bound-ed 
a 
ae it 


Be - ter ev - ery cha ae heart. 


Vis - = us ttl thy sal - va-tion; 
152 (513) 


> Breathe, oh breathe thy loving Spirit 

Into every troubled breast ; 

Let us all in thee inherit ; 
Let us find thy promised rest ; 

Take away our bent to sinning: 
Alpha and Omega be ; 

End of faith, as its beginning, 
Set our hearts at liberty. 


; Come, almighty to deliver, 
Let us all thy life receive ; 
Suddenly return, and never, 
Never more thy temples leave : 
*. 


s 


SSS 


Thee we would be always blessing, 
Serve thee as thy hosts above. 
Pray, and praise thee without ceasing, 
Glory in thy perfect love. 
] 


4 Finish then thy new creation ; 
Pure and spotless let us be ; 
Let us see thy great salvation, 
Perfectly restored in thee: 
Changed from glory into glory 
Till in heaven we take our place,— 
Till we cast our crowns before thee, 


Lost in wonder, love, and praise. 
C. Wes.ey, 


66 ; GOD. 


HORTON. 7s. . oe 


SSS Ss 
| 
1. Gra-cious Spir - it, Love di- vine! Let thy light with-in me shine; 
« £ =p ro 
ee =o = — 2 
a id 
8 pes 
G43 Fa SSS 
: | 
All my guilt- y fears re - move, Fill me _ full of heaven and love. 


153 (544) | 4 Give us comfort when ‘we die . 
Give us life with thee on high ; 
In thy gracious gifts descend ; 
Give us joys which never end, 


2 Life and peace to me impart, 
Seal salvation on my heart ; 
Breathe thyself into my breast,— 
Earnest of immortal rest. 

155 (546) 


3 betas toes Peas 1 Hory Ghost! with light divine, 
ae Bebe ene ied rece le Shine upon this heart of mine ; 
SHS ny SOL Witla nee Chase the shades of night away, 


Keep me, Lord! forever thine. F 
Be _ Srockzn, Turn my darkness into day. 


154 ; (545) | 2 Holy Ghost! with power divine, 
1 Hoty Spirit ! Lord of light ! Cleanse this guilty heart of mine ; 
From thy clear celestial height, Long hath sin, without control, 

Come, thou Light of all that live! Held dominion o'er my soul. 


Thy pure beaming radiance give! 3 Holy Ghost! with joy divine, 

2 Light immortal ! light divine! Cheer this saddened heart of mine ; 
Visit -thou these hearts of thine ; Bid my many woes depart, 
If thou take thy grace away, Heal my wounded, bleeding heart. 


Nothing pure ill stay. vi 
CEU eee) 4 Holy Spirit! all divine, 


3 Heal our wounds—our strength renew ;| wel] within this heart of mine ; 
On our dryness pour thy dew ; Cast down every idol-throne, 


Wash the stains of guilt away; ~ Reign supreme—and reign alone. 
Guide the steps that go astray. 


HOLY SPIRIT. 67 


FOLEY. (7S, 


jee =o 
1. Ho-ly Spir-it, in my breast, Grant that live - ly 


Grorce Hews, 


faith may rest, — 
de 


156 

« Hoty Spirit, in my breast, 
Grant that lively faith may rest, 
And subdue each rebel thought 
To believe what thou hast taught. 

2 When around my sinking soul 
Gathering waves of sorrow roll, 
Spirit blest, the tempest still, 

And with hope my bosom fill. 

3 Holy Spirit, from my mind 
Thought and wish and will unkind, 
Deed and word unkind remove, 
And my bosom fill with love. 

4 Faith, and Hope, and Charity, 
Comforter, descend from thee ; 
Thou the Anointing Spirit art, 
These thy gifts to us impart. 


, Ricuarp Mant, 
157 
1 Hoty Spirit, from on high, 
Bend o’ey us a pitying eye ; 
Now refresh the drooping heart ; 
Bid the power of sin depart. 


(548) 


(547) | 2 Light up every dark recess 

Of our heart’s ungodliness ; 

Show us every devious way 
Where our steps have gone astray. 


3 Teach us, with repentant grief ; 
Humbly to implore relief; 
Then the Saviour’s blood reveal, 


And our broken spirits heal. 
BATHURST, 


158 (549) 
1 Hoty Spirit, source of light, 
We invoke thy kindling ray: 
Dawn upon our spirit’s night, 


Turn our darkness into day. 


2 Give the struggling peace for strife, 
Give the doubting light for gloom ; 
Speed the living into life, 
Warn the dying of their doom. 


3 Work in all, in all renew, 


Day by day, the life divine ; 
All our wills to thee subdue, 
All our hearts to thee incline. 


WARNING AND INVITATION. 


VV oS ieeeioamves IsraEL Hotproyp. 


(0 sS= = Ss SS SS 


1. Life is the time to serve the Lord, The time t’in-sure the great re - ward; 


= + + = = == ——j +— 
Peay et a = =e . Ses = 
| 
—— 
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I 
And while the lamp holds out to burn, The vil-est sin- ner may re-turn, 


gainer ey 


159 (554) 160 | (550) 


1 Lire is the time to serve the Lord, 1 Way will ye waste on trifling cares 
The time t’ insure the great reward ; That life which God’s compassion 
And while the lamp holds out to spares, 
burn, While in the various range of thought, 
The vilest sinner may return. The one thing needful is forgot ? 
2 The living know that they must die ;_ | 2 Shall God invite you from above ? 
But all the dead forgotten lie ; Shall Jesus urge his dying love ? 
Their memory and their sense are gone, Shall troubled conscience give you 
Alike unknowing and unknown. pain ? 


3 Then what my thoughts design to do, And all these pleas unite in vain ? 


My hands, with all your might pursue, | 3 Not so your eyes will always view 


Since no device, nor work, is found, Those objects which you now pursue ; 
Nor faith, nor hope, beneath the} Not so will heaven and hell appear, 
ground, When death’s decisive hour is near. 
4 There are no acts of pardon passed | 4 Almighty God, thy grace impart ; 
In the cold grave to which we haste ; Fix deep conviction on each heart ; 
But darkness, death, and long despair| Nor let us waste on trifling cares 
Reign in eternal silence there. That life which thy compassion spares, 
Watts. Doppripce. 


68 


WARNING AND INVITATION. 69 
WINDHAM. L. M. Reap. 
————— | —— =< = 
SSS SS SS 


\. 
i # “ thou in-sult- ed Spir-it, stay, Though I have done thee such de- spite ; 


= 


Cast not a sin-ner quite a-way, Nor takethine ev - er - last -ing flight. 
5 = — 


161 (508) | 3 The fearful soul that ’s tired and faints, 
And walks the ways of God no more, 

Is but esteemed almost a saint, 

And makes his own destruction sure. 


2 Though I have most unfaithful been 
Of all who e’er thy grace received,— 


Ten thousand times thy goodness seen, 
Ten thousand times thy goodness | 4 Lord! let not all my hopes be vain: 
grieved, Create my heart entirely new: 

3 Yet, ob, the chief of sinners spare, Which deed could ne’er attain. 
In honor of my great High Priest ; Wiel: false apustates neves meee 
Nor, in thy righteous anger, swear 16 k 
I shall not see thy people’s rest. 5 (565) 

1 On, do not let the word depart, 
4 Now, Lord, my weary soul release, : ye a : 
; ; And close thine eyes against the light ; 
Upraise me with thy powerful hand ; 2 4: 
Ol d : f Poor sinner, harden not thy heart: 
oO a 
piel igmanlagiart oie: od aaron Thou wouldst be saved; why not to- 
And bring me to the promised land! er ad 
night ? 
C. Westey. D 
2 To-morrow’s sun may never rise 
102 “a , 
6 (556)| To bless thy long-deluded sight ; 


1 Broan is the road that leads to death,| ‘This is the time ; oh, then be wise! 


And thousands walk together there ; Thou wouldst be saved ; why not to- 
But wisdom shows a narrow path, night ? 
With here and there a traveler gees. ; 
: 3 Our God in pity lingers still ; 
2 “Deny thyself and take thy cross,”— And wilt thou thus his love requite ? 
Is the Rédeemer’s great command : Renounce at length thy stubborn will: 


Nature must count her gold but dross,| Thou wouldst be saved; why not to- 
Tf she would gain this heavenly land. | night ? 


79 
HAMBURG. 


WARNING AND INVITATION. 


GREGORIAN CHANT. 


‘ Sl 
But soon, ah! soon, ap 


- proaching night 


Shall blot out ev - ery hope of heaven. 
ry 


164 - (561) 
2 While God invites, how blest the day ! 
How sweet the gospel’s charming 
sound ! 
Come, sinners, haste, oh, haste away, 
While yet a pardoning God he’s found. 
3 Soon, borne ontime’s most rapid wing, 
_ Shall death command you to the grave, 
Before his bar your spirits bring, 
And none be found to hear or save. 
In that lone land of deep despair 
No Sabbath’s heavenly light shall rise ; 
No God regard your bitter prayer, 
Nor Saviour call you to the skies. 
5 Now God invites—how blest the day! 
How sweet the gospel’s charming 
sound! 
Come, sinners, haste, oh, haste away, 
While yet a pardoning God is found. 


Dwicurt. 


165 (553) 
1 CoME, weary souls, with sins distressed, 
Come, and accept the promised rest ; 
The Saviour’s gracious call obey, 
And cast your gloomy fears away. 


| 


2 Oppressed with guilt—a painful load— 
Oh, come and bow before your God ! 
Divine compassion, mighty love 
Will all that painful load remove. 

3 Here mercy’s boundless ocean flows, 
To cleanse your guilt and heal your 

woes ; 
Pardon, and life, and endless peace— 
How rich the gift, how free the grace! 


STEELE. 
166 


(563) 
1 RETURN, O wanderer, return, 
And seek thine injured Father’s face ; 
Those new desires that in thee burn, 
Were kindled by reclaiming grace. 


N 


Return, O wanderer, return, 

And seek a Father’s melting heart ; 

His pitying eyes thy grief discern, 

His heavenly balm shall heal thy 
smart. 

3 Return, O wanderer, return, 

Thy dying Saviour bids thee live ; 

Go, view his bleeding side, and learn 


How freely Jesus can forgive. 
Cottyer. 


WARNING AND INVITATION. 


71 
FEDERAL Bees Ee MM: H. K. Oxtver. 
3 SS = SS SS eS 
1. Be-hold a Stran- ger at the door! He gen-tly knocks, has knock’d before ; 
_— te - [7 = = = ae ——_ = = = 
== ee — = == —— = + aoa am | 


Has wait-ed long—is You treatno oth - er friend so _ ill 


Sete 


I 67 (571) That call thou mayest not always slight, 
2 Oh, lovely attitude, he stands weak yet ae ge of mercy find. 
’ With melting heart and loaded hands ! | 4 God s Spirit will not always strive 

Oh, matchless kindness! and he shows| With hardened, self-destroying man ; 


wait-ing still: 
| 


This matchless kindness to his foes. Ye who persist his love to grieve, 
3 Rise, touch’d with gratitude divine ; Mry never hear his voice again. 
Turn out his enemy and thine, 5 Sinner, perhaps this very day 
That soul-destroying monster, sin, Thy last accepted time may be ; 
And let the heavenly Stranger in. Oh, shouldst thou grieve him now 


away, 


Admit him, ere his anger burn— 
4 ‘ v2 Then hope may never beam on thee. 


His feet departed, ne’er return: 


Admit him, or the hour ’s at hand I 69 (572) 
You ‘ll at his door rejected stand. 1 Come hither, all ye weary souls ! 
GreEGG, : 
Ye heavy-laden sinners, come ! 

168 (568) | I'll give you rest from all your toils, 

t Say, sinner, hath a voice within And raise you to my heavenly home. 
Oft whispered to thy secret soul, 2 They shall find rest who learn of me,— 
Urged thee to leave the ways of sin, I’m of a meek and lowly mind ; 

And yield thy heart to God’s control?| —_ But passion rages like the sea, 

2 Sinner, it was a heavenly voice, And pride is restless as the wind. 
It was the Spirit’s gracious call ; 3 Blest is the man whose shoulders take 
It bade thee make the better choice, My yoke, and bear it with delight ; 
- And hasté to seek in Christ thine all. My yoke is easy to his neck, 

3 Spurn not the call to life and light ; My grace shall make the burden light. 


Regard in time the warning kind ; Warts. 


BROWN. C. M. 


WARNING AND INVITATION, 


Wwm. B- Brapsury, 


1. The Sav - iour calls; let 


ev - ery ear 


At-tend the heaven-ly 


170 
2 For every thirsty, longing heart, 
Here streams ot bounty flow, 
And life, and health, and bliss pare i 
To banish mortal woe. 
3 Ye sinners, come; ’tis mercy’s voice ; 
That gracious voice obey ; 
’Tis Jesus calls to heavenly joys ; 
And can you yet delay? 
4 Dear Saviour, draw reluctant hearts ; 
To thee let sinners fly, 
And take the bliss thy love imparts, 
And drink, and never die. 


i (578) 
1 AMAZING sight! the Saviour stands 
And knocks at every door! 
Ten thousand blessings in his hands, 
To satisfy the poor. 
2 “ Behold,” he saith, “I bleed and die 
To bring you to my rest: 
Hear, sinners, while I’m passing by, 
And be forever blest. 
3 “Will you despise my bleeding love, 
And choose the way to hell? 


STEELE. 


Or in the glorious realms above 


With me, forever dwell? 


“ Say, will you hear my gracious voice, 
And have your sins forgiven ? 

Or will you make that wretched choice, 
And bar yourselves from heaven ?” 


172 (59°) 
1 ComE to the ark, come to the ark; 
To Jesus come away: 
The pestilence walks forth by night, 
The arrow flies by day. 


2 Come to the ark: the waters rise, 
The seas their billows rear ; 
While darkness gathers o’er the skies, 
Behold a refuge near! 


3 Come to the ark, all, all that weep 
Beneath the sense of sin: 
Without, deep calleth unto deep, 
But all is peace within. 


4 Come to the ark, ere yet the flood 
Your lingering steps oppose ; 
Come, for the door which open ae 
Is now about to close. 


a < 7 
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EE (574) 
1 Ou! what amazing words of grace 
Are in the gospel found, 
Suited to every sinner’s case 
Who hears the joyful sound ! 
2 Come, then, with all your wants and 
wounds, 
Your every burden bring ; 
Here love, unchanging love abounds, 
A deep, celestial spring. 
3 This spring with living water flows, 
And heavenly joy imparts ; 
Come, thirsty souls! your wants dis- 
close, 
And drink, with thankful hearts. 
4 Millions of sinners, vile as you, 
Have here found life and peace ; 
Come then, and prove its virtues too, 
And drink, adore, and bless. 


MEDLEY. 
174 


1 Tue King of heaven his table spreads, 
And dainties crown the board: 
Not Paradise, with all its joys, 
Could such delight afford. 
2 Ye hungry poor, that long have strayed 
In sin’s dark mazes, come ; 
Come from your most obscure retreats, 
And grace shall find you room, 
3 Millions of souls, in glory now, 
Were fed and feasted here ; 
And millions more, still on the way, 
Around the board appear. 
4 Yet are his house and heart so large, 
That millions more may come ; 
Nor could the whole assembled world, 
O’erfill the spacious room. 


" (575) | 


73 


5 All things are ready ; come away, 


Nor weak excuses frame: 
Come, taste the dainties of the feast, 
And bless the Master’s name. 


DopprinceE. 
175 


(576) 
1 Ler every mortal ear attend, 
And every heart rejoice ; 
The trumpet of the gospel sounds, 
With an inviting voice. 
2 Ho! all ye hungry, starving souls, 
That feed upon the wind, 
And vainly strive with earthly toys 
To fill th’ immortal mind,— 


3 Eternal wisdom has prepared 
A soul-reviving feast, 
And bids your longing appetites 
The rich provision taste. 


4 The happy gates of gospel grace 

Stand open night and day ;— 
Lord—we are come to seek supplies, 
And drive our wants away. Warts. 


176 (586) 
1 REMEMBER thy Creator now, 
In these thy youthful days ; 
He will accept thine earliest vow, 
And listen to thy praise. 


2 Remember thy Creator now, 
Seek him. while he is near ; 
For evil days will come, when thou 
Shalt find no comfort here. 


3 Remember thy Creator now ; 
His willing servant be: 
Then, when thy head in death shall 
bow, 
He will remember thee. 


1% 
Cc. M. 
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his bigd 


EF. (581) 
2 From year to year the tree he views, 
And still no fruit is found ; 
Then “cut it down,” the Lord com- 
mands, 
“Why cumbers it the ground ?” 
3 But lo! the gracious Saviour pleads: 
“The barren fig-tree spare, 
Another year in mercy wait, 
It yet may bloom and bear.” 


17 8 (582) 
1 ComE, sinner, to the gospel feast ; 
Oh, come without delay ! 
For there is room in Jesus’ breast 
For all who will obey. 
2 There’s room in God’s eternal love 
_ To save thy precious soul ; 
Room in the Spirit’s grace above 
_To heal and make thee whole. 
3 There’s room within the church, re- 
deemed 
With blood of Christ divine; . 
Room in the white-robed throng, con- 
vened 
For that dear soul of thine. 


4 There’s room in heaven amofig the 
choir, 
And harps and crowns of gold, 
And glorious palms of victory there, 


And joys that ne’er were told. 
k Huntincpon. 


179 (587) 


In the bright morn of life, when youth 
With vital ardor glows, 

And shines in all the fairest charms 
That beauty can disclose, 


Lan 


2 Deep in thy soul, before its powers 
Are yet by vice enslaved, 
Be thy Creator’s glorious name 
And character engraved : 


3 Ere yet the shades of sorrow cloud 
The sunshine of thy days ; 
And cares, and toils, in endless 
round - 
Encompass all thy ways. 


4 True wisdom, early sought and gained, 
In age will give thee rest ; 
Oh then, improve the morn of life, 
To make its evening blest ! 


WARNING AND INVITATION. 


180 (592) 


1 SINNER, the voice of God regard, 
His mercy pleads to day ; 
He calls you, by his sovereign word, 
From sin’s destructive way. 
2 Like the rough sea, that cannot rest, 
You live devoid of peace ; 
A thousand stings within your breast 
Deprive your soul of ease. 


PASSING AWAY. L. M. 


75 


3 Why will you in the crooked ways 
Of sin and folly go? 
In pain you travel all your days, 
To reap immortal woe. 


4 But he who turns to God shall live, 
Through his abounding grace ; 
His mercy will the guilt forgive 


Of those who seek his face. 
Fawcett. 


eh 
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181 (595), 
2 Ye wandering souls, who find no rest, 
Say, will you be forever blest? 
Will you be saved from sin and hell? 
Will you With Christ in glory dwell? 


3 Come now, dear youth, for ruin bound, 


Obey the Gospel’s joyful sound : 


Come, go with us, and you shall prove 
The joy of Christ’s redeeming love. “ 


4 Once more we ask you, in his name, 
For yet his Jove remains the same, 
Say, will you to Mount Zion go? 


Say, will you have this Christ, or no? 
MILLER. 


76 WARNING AND INVITATION, 
OENE Yeon o aL - L. Mason. 
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182 (596) 
2° Let him that heareth say 
To all about him, “ Come !” 
Let him that thirsts for righteousness, 
To Christ, the fountain, come ! 
3 Yes, whosoever will, 
Oh let him freely come, 
- And freely drink the stream of life ; 
’Tis Jesus bids him come. 
4 Lo! Jesus, who invites, 
Declares, “I quickly come ;” 
Lord, even so! we wait thine hour ; 


O blest Redeemer, come ! 
H. U. ONDERDONK. 


183 (603) 
x AND will the Judge descend, 
And must the dead arise, 
And not a single soul escape 
His all-discerning eyes ? 
2 But, ere the trumpet shakes 
The mansions of the dead, 
Hark! from the Gospel’scheering sound 
What joyful tidings spread ! 
3 Ye sinners! seek his grace 
Whose wrath ye cannot bear ; 


Fly to the shelter of his cross#~ 


And find salvation there. 
DovpprIncE. 


184 (605) 
1 On, where shall rest be found— 
Rest for the weary soul ? 
’Twere vain the ocean depths to sound, 


Or pierce to either pole. 


2 The world can never give * 
The bliss for which we sigh: 
’Tis not the whole of life to live, 
Nor all of death to die. 


3 Beyond this vale of tears 
There is a life above, 
Unmeasured by the flight of years ; 
And all that life is love. 


4 There is a death whose pang 
Outlasts the fleeting breath : 
Oh, what eternal horrors hang 
Around the second death!— 


Lord God of truth and grace, 
Teach us that death to shun, 
Lest we be banished from thy face, 


And evermore undone. ; 
MonTGOMERY. 


on 
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PION.” 8s) '7s'cc4s, T. Hasrincs. 


P { Hear the heralds of the Gospel! News from Zicn’s King proclaim :— 
*{ “To each reb-el sin-ner pardon; Free forgiveness in his name :” t on, what mercy! 


t 
f 
} “Free for-give-ness in his name ;’ Oh, what mercy! “Free forgiveness in his name.” 


185 (620) 186 (619) 


1 Hear the heralds of the Gospel 1 Hear, O sinner! mercy hails you ; 
News from Zion’s King proclaim ; Now with sweetest voice she calls ; 
“To each rebel sinner pardon ; Bids you haste to seek the Saviour, 
Free forgiveness in his name ’” Ere the hand of justice falls: 
Oh, what mercy ! Hear, O sinner! 
“Free forgiveness in his name.” ’Tis the voice of mercy calls. 
2 Sinners, will you scorn the message 2 See! the storm of vengeance gathering 
Sent in mercy from above? O’er the path you dare to tread! 
Every sentence, oh, how tender! Hark! the awful thunder rolling 
Every line is full of love Loud and louder o’er your head! 
Listen to it! Turn, O sinner! 
Every line is full of love. Lest the lightning strike you dead. 
3 Oh, ye angels, hovering round us, 3 Haste, O sinner! to the Saviour ; 
Waiting spirits, speed your way ; Seek his mercy while you may ; 
Hasten to the court of heaven ; Soon the day of grace is over ;— 
Tidings bear without delay ; Soon your life will pass away ; 
Rebel sinners Haste, O sinner! 


You must perish if you stay. 


Glad the message will obey. 
A Reep, 


LLEN. 


78 WARNING AND INVITATION. 


THAT BEAUTIFUL LAND. Wm. B. Brapsury. 


1. A beau-ti-fulland by faith I see— A land of rest, from sor - row free ; 


= = ees 


The home of the ran-somed, bright and fair, And beau-ti - ful an - gels, © 


eee ee 


CHORUS, 


aaah SSS 
too, are there. Will you go? Will you go? Go to that beau-ti- ful 
I SS 


™N Ma be repeated, at pleasure, fh, 
SS SS eee 
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~—" 
Will you go? Will you ee Go to that beau-ti-ful land? 


187 (632) 
2 That beautiful land, the City of Light, 
It ne’er has known the shades of night; 
The glory of God, the light of day, 
Hath driven the darkness far away. 
Will you go? ete. 


3 In vision I see its streets of gold; 
Its beautiful gates I too behold, 
The river of life, the crystal sea, 
The ambrosial fruit of life’s fair tree. 
Will you go? etc. 
. 
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4 The heavenly throng arrayed in white, 
In rapture range the plains of light ; 
And in one harmonious choir they praise 
Their glorious Saviour’s matchless grace. 

Will you go? ete. 


Joh) caer Dan bo. A TL. Scotcn Arr. 
| See Bea SS Se! 
= aS = { 
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1. Noth-ing, ei-ther great or small, Noth-ing, sin-ner, no; Je - sus died, and 
er Je 7 


| paid it all, Long, long a - go. Je-sus paid it all, All the debt I 


And noth-ing, ei-ther great or small, Re - mains for me 


188 (635) ‘ 
2 When he from his lofty throne, 4 Till to Jesus’ work you cling, 
Stooped to do and die, : By a simple faith, 
'° Everything was fully done— Doing is a deadly thing, 
“Tis finished,” was his cry. Doing ends in death. 
3 Weary, working, plodding one, 5 Cast your deadly doing down, 
Whérefore toil you so? Down at Jesus’ feet ; 
Cease your doing ; all was done Stand in him, in him alone, 
Long, long ago. Glorious and complete. 
* 


80 WARNING AND INVITATION. 


COME, YE SINNERS. 8s & 7s. 


Come, ye sin-ners, poor and need-y, Weak and wounded, sick and sore ; t 
a i Je- sus read-y stands to save you, Full of pit - y, love, and power. 


p.c.Glo- ry, hon-or, and sal - va- tion, Christ the Lord is come to reign. 


a = 
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CHORUS. 
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Turn to the Lord, and seek sal - va- tion, Sound the praise of ie) dear name ; 


et 


189 (626) | 90" 627) 


2 Let not conscience make you lin-| 1 Cong, ye sinners, heavy laden, 


we peeer, Bruised and mangled by the fall, 
Nor of fitness fondly dream ; If you tarry till you’re better, 
All the fitness he requireth, You will never come at all ; 
Is to feel your need of him. Not the righteous, 
3 Come, ye weary, heavy laden, Sinners Jesus came to call. 
Bruised and mangled by the fali, 2 Let no sense of guilt prevent you, 
If you tarry till you’re better, Nor of fitness fondly dream ; 
You will never come at all. All the fitness he requireth, 
4 Agonizing in the garden, Is to feel your need of him ; 
Lo! your Maker prostrate lies ! This he gives you— 
On the bloody tree behold him— Tis the Spirit’s rising beam. 
There he groans, and bleeds, and 3 Lo! th’ Incarnate God ascended 
_ dies. Pleads the merit of his blood ; 
5 Lo! th’ Incarnate God ascending, Venture on him, venture wholly, 
Pleads the merit of his blood ; Let no other trust intrude ; 
Venture on him—venture wholly, | None but Jesus 
Let no other trust intrude, Can do helpless sinners good. 
Hart. Hart. 


* Adapt to the tune by omitting the repeat and the chorus. 


WARNING AND INVITATION,  Qr 


MERIBAH. 


Ge Ps We 


L. Mason, 


Se Sere eee 


e When thou, my righteous Judge, shaltcome To take thy ransomed people home, Shall 


Who sometimes am afraid to die, 


I among them stand? 14 Shall such a worthless worm as I, 


| Be found at aoe right hand? 


pov fcaselishianetes 


(621) | 192 


IOI 
2 I Jove to meet thy people now, 
Before thy feet with them to bow 
Though vilest of them all ; 
But, can I bear the piercing thought, 
What if my name should be left out, 
When thou for them shalt call ? 


3 O Lord, prevent it by thy grace, 
Be thou my only hiding-place, 
In this the accepted day ; 
Thy pardoning voice, oh, let me hear, 
To still my unbelieving fear, 
Nor let me fall, I pray. 


4 Among thy saints let me,be found, 
Whene’er the archangel’s trump shall 
To see thy smiling face ; [sound, 
Then loudest of the throng I'll sing, 
» While heaven’s resounding mansions 
ring 
With ‘shouts of sovereign grace. 


Countess or Huntincpon. 


(622) 
1 Lo! ona narrow neck of land, 
*Twixt two unbounded seas I stand, 
Secure ! insensible ! 
A point of time, a moment’s space, 
Removes me to that heavenly 
place, 
Or shuts me up in hell. 


2 O God! my inmost soul convert, 


And deeply on my thoughtful heart 
Eternal things impress ; 

Give me to feel their solemn weight, 

And tremble on the brink of fate, 
And wake to righteousness. 


3 Be this my great one business here,— 


With holy trembling, holy fear, 
To make my calling sure! 

Thine utmost counsel to fulfill, 

And suffer all thy righteous will, 


And to the end endure ! 
C. WESLEY, 


82 WARNING AND INVITATION. 
EXPOSTULATION. © iis. 


SSS trae PSH 


x. Oh, turn ye, oh, turn ye, for nies wa ze) — yee God, in great mer-cy, is com - -ing so nigh? 
f= 


sae a 


a ae ae in- ais the Spir - it says,Come, And an- oy are pe to welcome you home. 
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EQ} (628) 


2 How vain the delusion, that while you delay, 
Your hearts may grow better ; your chains melt away! 
Come guilty, come wretched, come just as you are ; 
All helpless and dying, to Jesus repair. 


3 Come, give us your hand, and the Saviour your heart; 
In him once united, we never shall part ; 
Oh, how can we leave you? why will you not come? 
We'll journey together, and soon be at home. 


TO-DAY. 6s & 4s. L. Mason. 


(eee oe ears Pe 


1. To-day the Saviour calls ! Ye wand’rers, come ; Oh, ye benighted souls, Why longer roam ? 


ert! (Cpa eae 


194 (631) 


2 To-day the Saviour calls ; The storm of justice falls, —_ 
Oh, hear him now; And death is nigh, 
Within these sacred walls 4 The Spirit calls to-day: 
Tp Jesus DO . Yield to his power ; 
3 To-day the Saviour calls ; Oh, grieve him not away, P 
For refuge fly ; Tis mercy’s hour. ee 


WARNING AND INVITATION. 


9 ae 7s. 
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Bacu. Arr. Sy L. Mason. 


“be wise : 
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Stay not 


for mor -row’s sun; 
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195 
2 Hasten mercy to implore ; 
Stay not for the morrow’s sun ; 
Lest thy season should be o’er, 
Ere this evening’s stage be run, 
3 Hasten, sinner, to return ; 
Stay not for the morrow’s sun; 
Lest thy lamp should cease to burn, 
Ere salvation’s work is done. 
4 Hasten, sinner, to be blest ; 
Stay not for the morrow’s sun ; 
Lest perdition thee arrest, 
Ere the morrow is begun, 


196 

1 Srynprs, turn ; why will ye die? 
God, your Maker, asks you why ; 
God, who did your being give, 
Made you with himself to live. 

2 Sinners, turn ; why will ye die? 
God, your Saviour, asks you why ; 
Will ye not in him believe? 

He has died that ye might live. 


4 Sinners, turn ; 


T. Scorr. | 


(611) | 


~ ee = 


(610) 3 Will ye let him die in vain? 


Crucify your Lord again? 

Why, ye ransom’d sinners, why 
Will ye slight his grace, and die! 
why will ye die? 
God, the Spirit, asks you why— 
He, who all your lives hath strove, 
Wooed you to embrace his love. 


5 Will ye not his grace receive? 
Will ye still refuse to live? 
Oh, ye dying sinners, why, 
Why will ye forever die? GC: Westen 


197 (612) 

1 SINNER, rouse thee from thy sleep ; 
Wake, and o’er thy folly weep ; 

Raise thy spirit, dark and dead ; 
Jesus waits his light to shed. 

2 Wake from sleep; arise from death ; 
See the bright and living path ; 
Watchful, tread that path ; be wise; 
Leave thy folly, seek the skies. 


Eris. Cott 


84 WARNING AND INVITATION. 


LENOX. H.M. " Epson. 
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1. Blow ye the trumpet, blow; The glad-ly-solemn sound! Let all the nations know, 


The year of ju - bi-lee is come; Re- 


(oe SE Ss 


To earth’s re-mot-est bound, 


a r The year of ju - bi- 
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The year of ju-bi- lee is come; Re-turn, ye ransomed 


turn, ran-somed sin - ners, home. 
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year of ju - bi-lee is come; Re-turn, ran-somed sin - ners, home. 
lee is come; Re - tum, ran - - somed sin - ners, home. 


a aa 


sin - ners, home, 


198 (625) 


2 Jesus, our great High Priest, Throughout the world proclaim : 
Hath full atonement made: The year of jubilee is come ; 
Ye weary spirits, rest ; Return, ye ransomed sinners, home. 


Ye mournful souls, be glad ; 
The year of jubilee is come ; 
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home. 


4 Ye slaves of sin and hell, 
Your liberty receive, 
And safe in Jesus dwell, 
3 Extol the Lamb of God, And blest in Jesus live ; 
The sin-atoning Lamb 5 The year of jubilee is come ; 
Redemption by his blood Return, ye ransomed sinners, home. 
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4 Ye who have sold for naught 5 The Gospel trumpet hear, 
Your heritage above, The news of heavenly grace ; 
Receive it back unbought, And, saved from earth, appear | 
The gift of Jesus’ love: Before your Saviour’s face ; 
The year of jubilee is come ; The year of jubilee is come ; 
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home. Return, ye ransomed sinners, home, 
WESLEY, 


ROSEFIELD. 7s. 6 lines 


. From the cross, up - lift - ed high, Where the Sav - iourdeignsto die,— 
* | What me - lo-dious sounds we hear, Burst-ing on _ the rav-ished ear !— 


Dr. MALAN, 


“Love's re-deem-ing work is done; Come and wel - come, sin - ner, come, 


199 (613) 


2 “Sprinkled now with blood the throne, | 3 “Spread for thee, the festal board 


Why beneath thy burdens groan? See with richest dainties stored ; 
On my piercéd body laid, To thy Father’s bosom pressed, 
Justice owns the ransom paid ; Yet again a child confessed, 

Bow the knee, and kiss.the Son— Never from his house to roam, 
Come and welcome, sinner, come. Come and welcome, sinner, come. 


4 “Soon the days of life shall end ; 
Lo, I come, your Saviour, Friend, 
Safe your spirits to convey 
To the realms of endless day, 
Up to my eternal home ; 
Come and welcome, sinner, come.” Hawes, 


86 WARNING AND INVITATION. 


COME TO JESUS. 


2 ee ee ee May 


janCome) tO see cum sus, come to Je - sus, Come to Je - sus, just 
4 Saad 


eqs f= cca ee =e 
ee ee de ee eS 


pep Just nO come ae Je - Pe Come to Je - sus, just now. 
2 2. 
a ce a SSS 
“ASS (638) 
2 He will save you. 10 He'll forgive you. 
3 Oh, believe him. 11 Flee to Jesus. 
4 He is able. a, 12 He will cleanse you. 
5 He is willing. 13 He will clothe you. 
6 He'll receive you. 14 Jesus loves you. 
7 Call upon him. 15 Don’t reject him. 
8 He will hear you. 16 Only trust him. 
g Look unto him. 17 Hallelujah, Amen. 


WiLL YOU. GO?ss8scarss. 


eas = 3 a a 


We're traveling home to heaven a-bove, Will you go? will you go? 

To sing the Sav-iour’s dy - ing love, Will you go? will you go? 

p.c. And mil-lions more are on the road, Will yougq? will you go? 
mete ae: nb Ey ais ee ee : , 


s 
LS 
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201 (639) 


2 We're going to see-the bleeding Lamb, | 3 We’re going to join the heavenly 

Will you go? choir, 

In rapturous strains to praise his name, Will you go? 
Will you go? To raise our voice and tune the lyre, 

The crown of life we there shall wear, Will you go? 

The conqueror’s palms our hands shall | There saints and angels gladly sing 

bear Hosanna to their God and King, 

And all the joys of heaven we'll share,|_ And make the heavenly arches ring, 

Will you go? Will you go? 


| OH, THERE WILL BE MOURNING. 


rae | 
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Parents and children there will part, Will part to meet no more. 


= 


there will part, 


Brothers and siste:; there will part, etc. 
Teachers and scholars there will part, etc. 
Pastors and people there will part, etc. 


oP) 


PENITENCE AND CONSECRATION. 


WELTON. 


beds 


Theme by Maran, 


1. Show pit-y, Lord! O Lord, for-give; Let a re-pent-ing 


reb.- e) live’ 


en St teeta 


Are notthy mer-cies largeand free? 


May not a 


(ae ee Ee ee 


sin-ner trust in thee? 


20d (644) 
My crimes are great, but ne’er surpass 
‘The power and glory of thy grace: 
Great God, thy nature hath no bound, 
So let thy pardoning love be found. 


Oh, wash my soul from every sin, 
And make my guilty conscience clean ! 
Here on my heart the burden lies, 
And past offences pain mine eyes. 


4 My lips with shame my sins confess, 
Against thy law, against thy grace ; 
Lord, should thy judgment grow se- 

vere, 
IT am condemned, but thou art clear. 


Should sudden vengeance seize my 
breath, 

I must pronounce thee just in death ; 

And if my soul were sent to hell, 

Thy ee law approves it well. 


u1 


203 


1 Ou! where is now that glowing love — 


6 Yet save a trembling sinner, Lord! 


Whose hope, still hovering round thy 
WOT, ats [there. 
Would light on some sweet promise 


Some sure support against despair. 
Warts. 


(652) 


That markéd our union with the Lord? 
Our hearts were fixed on things above, 
Nor could the world a joy afford. | 


Where are the happy seasons spent 
In fellowship with him wé loved?” 
The sacred joy, the sweet content, 
The blessedness that then we proved? 


Behold, again we turn to thee ; 
Oh! cast us not away, though vile ; 
No peace we have, no joy we see, 


O Lord our God, but in thy smile. 
: Key. 
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PENITENCE AND CONSECRATION. 39 


HAMBURG. L.M. Gregorian Chant. 
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1. Just as I am, with-out one plea But that thy blood was shed for me, 


= i 

And that thou bid’st me come to thee, O Lambof God, I come! I come! 
As 

ee = _ 


204. (656) | 2 Take my poor heart, and let it be 
Just as I am, and waiting not Forever closed to all but thee : 
To rid my soul of one dark blot, Seal thou my breast, and let me wear 
To thee whose blood can cleanse each | That pledge of love forever there. 
spot, 3 How blest are they who still abide 
O Lamb of God, I come! I come! Close shelter’d in thy bleeding side! 
3 Just as I am—poor, wretched, blind ; Who tenes their life and strength de- 
Sight, riches, healing of the mind, tee : i 
And by thee move, and in thee live. 


Yea, all I need, in thee to find, 
O Lamb of God, I come! I come! 


+ Just as I am—thou wilt receive, 
Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve ; 
Because thy promise I believe, 
O Lamb of God, I come! I come! | 


; Just as I am—thy love unknown, 
Hath broken every barrier down ; | 
Now, to be thine, yea, thine alone, 


O Lamb of God, I come! I come! 
os Cuartotre Extior. 


ZiNZENDORF, ?¢r, dy J. WESLEY. 


206 655) 

1 Lorn, I am thine, entirely thine, 
Purchased and saved by blood divine, 
With full consent thine I would be, 
And own thy sov’reign right in me. 


2 Thine would I live—thine would I die ; 
Be thine through all eternity ; 
The vow is past beyond repeal, 
And now I set the solemn seal. 


20 '3 Here, at that cross where flows the 
5 (654) blood 


1 I Turest, thou wounded Lamb of God, Whatbought my guiltyisoal.io God.— 


‘ab van a " ee ee. Thee, my new Master, now I call, 
ee eaeeediaa And consecrate to thee my all. 
Is sweet, and life or death is gain. Davies 


90 PENITENCE AND CONSECRATION. 
WOODWORTH. L.™M. Wm. B. Brapgury. 


US eeieer as 
es 


tT, Je =) SUSHandwshalleitee ev = el. pe, A mor-tal man a- shamed of thee ! 


< 
ie shamed of thee, whom angels Pah Whose glo-ries shine thro’ end- ioe days ! 


en fies ES eee 


2 O Jesus, full of pardoning grace, 


oi (712) More full of grace than I of sin 4” 

2 Asham’d of Jesus! sooner far Yet once again I seek thy face, 
Let evening blush to own a star: Open thine arms and take me in. 
He sheds the beams of light divine C. Westy. 
O’er this benighted soul of mine. 209 (658) 


1 Ou, for a glance of heavenly day, 
To take this stubborn heart away ; 
And thaw, with beams of love divine, 
This heart, this frozen heart of mine. 


3. Asham’d of Jesus !—that dear Friend 
On whom my hopes of heav’n depend? 
No! when I blush, be this my shame, 
‘That I no more revere his name. 


2 The rocks can rend; the earth can 
4 Asham’d of Jesus !—yes, I may, quake ; 
When I’ve no guilt to wash away ; The seas can roar; the mountains shake: 
No tear to wipe ; no good to crave ; Of feeling, all things show some sign, 
No fear to quell—no soul to save. But this unfeeling heart of mine. 
5 Till then—nor is my boasting vain— | 3 But Power Divine can do the deed ; 


And, Lord, that power I greatly need: 
Thy Spirit can from dross refine, 
And melt and change this heart of mine. 


Till then I boast a Saviour slain! 
And oh, may this my glory be, 
That Christ is not ashamed of me! 


GREGG, agi 
210 
208. (655)| PratsE God, from whom all blessings 
1 Weary of wandering from my God, flow ; 
And now made willing to return, Praise him, all creatures here below ; 
I hear, and bow me tothe rod; —_—-_‘| Praise him above, ye heavenly host ; 


For him, not without hope, I mourn. | Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 


PENITENCE AND CONSECRATION. 


ELIZABETHTOWN. C. M. 


GI 


GerorcE KINGsLey. 


Saal 


Where Je - sus answers prayer; 


There humbly fall be - fore 


his 


ish there. 


For none can per - 
= 


211 
2 Thy promise is my only plea, 
With this I venture nigh: 
Thou callest burdened souls to thee, 
And such, O Lord! am I. 
3 Bowed down beneath a load of sin, 
By Satan sorely pressed ; 
By wars without, and fears within, 
I come to thee for rest. 
4 Oh! wondrous Love—to bleed and die, 
To bear the cross and shame, 
That guilty sinners, such as I, 
Might plead thy gracious name ! 
NeEwrTon, 
212 (664) 
1 Jesus! thou art the sinner’s Friend ; 
As such I look to thee; 
Now in the fullness of thy love, 
O Lord! remember me. 
2 ‘Remember thy pure word of grace— 
Remember Calvary ; 
Remember all thy dying groans, 
And then remember me. 
3 Thou wondrous Advocate with God ! 
I yield myself to thee ; 


(663) 


While thou art sitting on thy throne, 
Dear Lord! remember me. 


4 Lord! I am guilty—I am vile, 
But thy salvation ’s free ; 
Then, in thine all-abounding grace, 
Dear Lord! remember me. 


5 And, when I close my eyes in death, 
When creature-helps all flee, 
Then, O my dear Redeemer-God ! 
I pray, remember me. 
BuRNHAM. 


213 (662) 
1 DEAR Saviour, when my thoughts recall 
The wonders of thy grace, 
Low at'thy feet, ashamed, I fall 
And hide this wretched face. 


2 Shall love like thine be thus repaid ? 
Ah, vile, ungrateful heart ! 
By earth’s low cares so oft betrayed 
From Jesus to depart. 


3 Oh, while I breathe to thee, my Lord, 
The deep, repentant sigh, 
Confirm the kind, forgiving word, 
With pity in thine eye! 


STEELE. 


DEDHAM. 


PENITENCE AND CONSECRATION. 


ENGLISH. 


1. Sweet was the time when first I 


(666) 
2 Soon as the morn the light revealed, 
His praises tuned my tongue ; 
And when the evening shades _pre- 
vailed, 
His love was all my song. 


214 


3 In prayer my soul drew near the Lord, 
And saw his glory shine ; 
And when I read his holy word, 
I called each promise mine. 
4 But now, when evening shade prevails, 
My soul in darkness mourns ; 
And when the morn the light reveals, 
No light to me returns. 
5 Rise, Lord, and help me to prevail ; 
Oh, make my soul thy care! 
I know thy mercy cannot fail ; 
Let me that mercy share, NEw 


215 (667) 
1 Ou, that I knew the secret place, 
Where I might find my God! 
I’d spread my wants before his face, 
And pour my woes abroad, 


2 I’d tell him how my sins arise, 
What sorrows I sustain; 
How grace decays, and comfort dies, — 
And leaves my heart in pain. 
3 He knows what arguments I’d take 
To wrestle with my God : 
Id plead for his own mercy’s sake— 
I'd plead my Saviour’s blood. 
Warts. 
216 (668) 
t PROSTRATE, dear Jesus, at thy feet 
A guilty rebel lies ; 
And upward to thy mercy-seat 
Presumes to lift his eyes. 
2 If tears of sorrow would suffice 
To pay the debt I owe, [eyes 
Tears should from both my weeping 
In ceaseless torrents flow. 
3 But no such sacrifice I plead 
To expiate my guilt; 
No tears, but those which thou. hast 
shed, 
No blood, but thou hast spilt. 


STENNETT. 


PENITENCE AND CONSECRATION, 93 


BALERMA. Cc. M. ScorTrisn. 


5 


1. Come, trembling sin - ner, in whose breast A thou-sand thoughts re-volve— 


Come, with your guilt and fear op-pressed, And make this last re-soive: 


ra) (670);218 (672) 
2 “I'll go to Jesus, though my sin 1 I see the crowd in Pilate’s hall, 
Hath like a mountain rose ; And mark their wrathful mien ; 
I know his courts, I'll enter in, Their shouts of “ Crucify!” appall, 
Whatever may oppose. With blasphemies between. 


. 
3 “Prostrate I’ll lie before his throne, {2 I see the scourges tear his back, 


And there my guilt confess ; I see the piercing crown ; 
I'll tell him I’m a wretch undone, And of that crowd who smite and mock, 
Without his sovereign grace. I feel that I am one. 
4 “Perhaps he will admit my plea, 3 Around yon Cross a throng I see, 
Perhaps will hear my prayer ; Mocking the Sufferer’s groan ; 
But if I perish, I will pray, Yet still my voice it seems to be, 
And perish only there. As if I mocked alone. 
5 “I can but perish if I go; 4 ’Twas I that shed the Saviour’s Blood, 
I am resolved to try; I nailed him to the tree, 
For if I stay away, I know I crucified the Son of God, 
I must forever die. I joined the mockery. 
6 “But if I die with mercy sought, 5 Yet not the less that blood avails 
When I the King have tried, To wash away my sin; 


This Were to die (delightful thought !) And not the less that Cross prevails 
‘As sinnér never died.” Jonns. To give me peace within. Bakes 


PENITENCE 


CADDO CaM, 


AND 


CONSECRATION, 


Our it stains! 


sin, how deep 


nite (673) 
2 But, hark! a voice of sovereign love! 
’Tis Christ’s inviting word— 
“Ho: ye despairing sinners, come, 
And trust upon the Lord.” 
3 To the dear fountain of thy*blood, 
Incarnate God, I fly ; 
Here let me wash my spotted soul 
From stains of deepest dye. 


4 A guilty, weak, and helpless worm, 
On thy kind arms I fall ; 
Be thou my strength and righteousness, 
My Saviour and-my all. 


220 


t In evil long I took delight, 
Unawed by shame or fear, 
Till a new object struck my sight, 
And stopped my wild career. 


Warts. 


(674) 


2 I saw One hanging on a tree, 
In agonies and blood, 
Who fixed his languid eyes on me, 
As near his cross I stood. © 


3 Sure never till my latest breath 
Can I forget that look ; 
It seemed to charge me with his death, 
Though not a word he spoke. 


4 My conscience felt and owned the 
guilt, 
And plunged me in despair ; 
I saw my sins his blood had spilt, 
And helped to nail him there. 


5 Alas! I knew not what I did! 
But now my tears are vain: 
Where shall my trembling soul be 
hid? 
For I the Lord have slain! 


6 A second look he gave, which said, 
“T freely all forgive ; 
This blood is for thy ransom paid ; 
I die that thou may’st live.” 


7 Thus, while his death my sin displays 
In all its blackest hue, 
Such is the mystery of grace, 


It seals my pardon too. 
Newron. 
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MAITLAND. C. M. 


1. Must Je - sus bear the cross a- lone, And all PRIDE world go free? 


eee 
= SS 


0, there’s a cross for ev - ery one, And ae sa cross for me. 
aa a 2 Sane 
— =) == ——— i 
221 (717) _ Whose hand, indulgent, wipes the tears 
) : E 
2 The consecrated cross I'll bear, From sorrow's weeping eye. 
Till death shall set me free ; 2 See, low before thy throne of grace, 
And then go home my crown to wear, A wretched wanderer mourn ; 
For there’s a crown for me. Hast thou not bid me seek thy face? 
3 How happy are the saints above, Hast thou not said—“ Return ?” 
Who once went sorrowing here ! 3 And shall my guilty fears prevail 
But now they taste unmingled love, To drive me from thy feet? 
And joy without a tear. Oh, let not this dear refuge fail, 
4 Upon the crystal pavement, down This only safe retreat ! STEELE. 
At Jesus’ piercéd feet, “ 
<a (719) 


Joyful I’ll cast my golden crown, 


And his dear name repeat. 1 My God, accept my heart this day, 


And make it always thine ; 
That I from thee no more may stray, 
No more from thee decline. 


And palms shall wave, and harps shall 
Beneath heaven’s arches high ; [ring, 


The Lord who lives, the ransomed sing, 
Who lives, no more to die. 2 Before the cross of him who died, 


Behold, I prostrate fall ; 


un 


j ss! ol i m ! 
6 Oh, precious cross ! oh, glorious crown Let every, sitr be crucified, 
Oh, resurrection-day ! eneetics ha: a) in all 
' Ye angels, from the stars flash down, 3 en aaa ci 
And bear my soul away. Aux. | 3 Let every thought and work and word 
To thee be ever given ; 
222 . (661) Then life shall be thy service, Lord, 
1 O THOU, whose tender mercy hears And death the gate of heaven ! 
‘Contrition’s humble sigh ; Lyra Catn. 


From HANDEL. 


96 PENITENCE AND CONSECRATION. 
CHRISZITMAS, CaM: 
t. Am eg of the cross, A follower of the Lamb? And shall I fear to 
ae cnet getty 


SSeS z 


own. his cause, 


Or blush to speak his name? 


Or blush to speak his name? 


224 
2 Must I be carried to the skies 
On flowery beds of ease, 
While others fought to win the prize, 
And sailed through bloody seas? 


(720) 


3 Are there nu foes for me to face? 
Must I not stem the blood ? 
Is this vile world a friend to grace, 
To help me on to God? 
4 Sure I must fight, if I would reign ; 
Increase my courage, Lord: 
I'll bear the toil, endure the pain, 
Supported by thy word. OU nerars! 


225 (747) 


t In all my Lord’s appointed ways 
‘My journey I’ll pursue ; 
“Hinder me not,” ye much-loved saints, 
For I must go with you. 
2 Thro’ floods and flames, if Jesus lead, 
I'll follow where he goes ; 
“ Hinder me not,” shall be my cry, 
Though earth and hell oppose. 


3 Through duties, and through trials too, 


I'll go at his command ; 


' i oe : 
en $$ oppo pape ap eee 


‘ Hinder me not ;’ for I am bound 
To my Immanuel’s land. 
4 And, when my Saviour calls me home, 
Still this my cry shall be,— 
“Hinder me not,” come, welcome, 


I'll gladly go with thee. ~ [death, 
J. Rytanp. 
2.26 (722) 


1 I’m not ashamed to own my Lord, 
Or to defend his cause ; 
Maintain the honor of his word, 
The glory of his cross. 


2 Jesus, my God !—I know his name— 
His name is all my trust ; 
Nor will he put my soul to shame, 
Nor let my hope be lost. 


3 Firm as his throne, his promise stands, 
And he can well secure 
What I’ve committed to his hands, 
Till the decisive hour. 


4 Then will he own my worthless name, 
Before his Father’s face, 
And in the new Jerusalem 


Appoint my soul a place. — Warns, 
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ARNON. C. PoM.: 
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“Roor & Sweetzer’s Co...” 


have no ref-uge of 


thou that hear’st the prayer of faith, Wilt thou not save a 
my own, 


soul from death, 


But to what my God hath done, 


fly 


And 


suf - fered once for 


227 (676) 
2 Slain in the guilty sinner’s stead, 
His spotless righteousness I plead, 
And his availing blood ; 
That righteousness my robe shall 
be, 
That merit shall atone for me, 
And bring me near to God. 


3 Then save me from eternal death, 
The spirit of adoption breathe, 
His consolations send ; 
By him some word of life impart, 
And sweetly whisper to my heart— 
“Thy Maker is thy Friend.” 


4 The king of terrors then would be 
A welcome messenger to me, 
To bid me come away: 
Unclogged by earth, or earthly things, 
I'd mount, I’d fly, with eager wings, 


To everlasting day. Toriavy. 


228 (677) 


t No room for mirth or trifling here, 
For worldly hope, or worldly fear, 
If life so soon is gone ; 
If now the Judge is at the door, 
And all mankind must stand before 
The inexorable throne ! 


2 No matter which my thoughts employ, 
A moment’s misery or joy ; 

But oh! when both shall end, 
Where shall I find my destined place? 
Shall I my everlasting days 

With fiends, or angels spend? 


3 Nothing is worth a thought beneath, 
But how I may escape the death 
That never, never dies! 
How make mine own election sure, 
And when I fail on earth, secure 


A mansion in the skies. 
C. Westey. 


98 PENITENCE AND CONSECRATION. 


TOPTAD Ye eeistOMunes. T. Hastincs. 


(2 oe Be eee Se Sas 
1. Rock of <A ~- ges, cleft for me, Let me hide my-self in thee; 


DiGrbes of." sid the dou - ble cure; Cleanseme from its guilt and power. 


Let the wa - ter and the blood, From thy riv - en side which BEREg4s 
See ee ee 
220 (692) | 239 (693) 
2 Not the labors of my hands 1 WEEPING soul, no longer mourn, 

Can fulfil thy law’s demands ; Jesus all thy griefs hath borne ; 
Could my zeal no respite know, View him bleeding on the tree, 
Could my tears forever flow, Pouring out his life for thee ; 
All for sin could not atone ; There thy every sin he bore, 
Thou must save, and thou alone. Weeping soul, Jament no more. 

3 Nothing in my hand I bring 2 All thy crimes on him were laid ; 
Simply to thy cross I cling ; See upon his blameless head 
Naked, come to thee for dress : Wrath its utmost vengeancé pours, 
Helpless, look to thee for grace ; ‘ Due to my offence and yours ; 
Foul, I to the Fountain fly ; Weary sinner, keep thine eyes 
Wash me, Saviour, or I die! On the atoning sacrifice. 

4 While I draw this fleeting breath, 3 Cast thy guilty soul on him, 

When my eyelids close in death, Find him mighty to redeem ; 
When I soar to worlds unknown, At his feet thy burden lay, 

See thee on thy judgment-throne, Look thy doubts and fears away ; 
Rock of Ages, cleft for me, Now by faith the Sonembrace, 
Let me hide myself in thee. Toprany. Plead his promise, trust his grace. 
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4 Lord, thy arm must be revealed, 
Ere I can by faith be healed ; 
Since I scarce can look to thee, 
Cast a gracious eye on me ; 

At thy feet myself I lay, 


Shine, oh shine my sins away. 


TopLapy. 


Wm. B. Brapsury. 


Lord, I hear 
Show’rs, the thirst-y 


of 


land 


of show’rs of bless-ing, Thou art scat-t’ring, full 
re - fresh- ing ; 


and free— 


Let some drop-pings fall cn me,— 


Let some drop - pings fall 


231 (686) 
2 Pass me not, O God, our Father! 
Sinful though my heart may be ; 
Thou might’st leave me, but the rather 
Let thy mercy light on me !— 
Even me. 


3 Pass me not, O gracious Saviour ! 
Let me live and cling to thee ; 
For I’m longing for thy favor ; 
Whilst thou ’rt calling, oh ! call me— 
Even me. 


“ . ** 
4 Pass me not, O mighty Spirit ! 
Thou can’st make the blind to see ; 


Witnesser of Jesus merit! 
Speak some words of power to me— 
Even me. 


5 Have I long in sin been sleeping— 
Long been slighting, grieving thee ? 
Has the world my heart been keeping? 
Oh! forgive, and rescue me !— 
Even me. 


6 Love of God—so pure and changeless ; 
Blood of Christ—so rich, so free ; 
Grace of God-so strong and boundless, 
Magnify it all in me !— 
Even me. 


100 


BOYLSTON] so 


PENITENCE. AND CONSECRATION, 


1. Did Christo’er sin_. - ners weep, 


o- 


floods of pen - - 


(ag Se 


232 
2 ‘The Son of God in téars 
The wondering angels see ; 
Be thou astonished, O my soul ; 
He shed those tears for thee. 


(681) 


3 He wept that we might weep ; 
Each sin demands a tear: 
In heaven alone no sin is found, 
‘And there’s no weeping there. 


BEDDOME, 
233 (682) 
1 AND can I yet delay 
My little all to give ?— 
To tear my soul from earth away, 
And Jesus to receive? 
2 Nay, but I yield, I yield! 
I can hold out no more: « 
I sink, by dying love compelled, 
And own thee Conqueror. 
3 Though late, I all forsake ; 
My friends, my all, resign ; 
Gracious Redeemer, take, oh, take, 
And seal me ever thine. 
4 Come, and possess me whole, 
Nor hence again remove : 


Settle and fix my wavering soul _, 
With all thy weight of love, 


C. WESLEY. 


aoa (479) 


1 Nor all the blood of beasts 
On Jewish altars slain, 
Could give the guilty conscience peace, 
Or wash away the stain. 


2 But Christ, the heavenly Lamb, 
Takes all our sins away; 
A sacrifice of nobler name, 
And richer blood, than they. 


3 My faith would lay her hand 
On that dear head of thine, 
While like a penitent I stand, 

And there confess my sin. 


4 My soul looks back to see 
The burdens thou didst bear 
When hanging on the cursed tree, 
And hopes her guilt was there. 


5 Believing, we rejoice 
To see the curse remove ; 
We bless the Lamb with cheerful voice, 
And sing his bleeding love. 


Watts. 


PENITENCE AND CONSECRATION. 
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1 Is this the kind return? 
Are these the thanks we owe? 
Thus to abuse eternal love, 
Whence all our blessings flow. 


2 To what a stubborn frame 
Has sin reduced our mind ! 
What strange, rebellious wretches we 
And God as strangely kind! 
3 Turn, turn us, mighty God, 
And mould .our souls afresh ; 
Break, sovereign grace, these hearts of 
And give us hearts of flesh. [stone, 


4 Let past ingratitude 
Provoke our weeping eyes, 


ER UST LN G.- 


(679)| 
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And hourly, as new mercies fall, 
Let hourly thanks arise. Warts. 
236 (684) 


1 Dip Jesus weep for me? 
And sigh o’er sinners here ? 
My soul that weeping Saviour see, 
And shed thyself a tear. 
2 Did Jesus pray for me? 
For such a wand’rer care ? 
My heart subdued and broken be, 
And drawn to him in prayer. 
3 Did Jesus die for me ? 
Oh, depth of love divine! 
I die to sin—I'll live to thee ; 


O Saviour, make me thine! 
S. D. Puevps, 


Wo. G. Fiscuer, 


thee, Dear Lamb of 


ee a Jaa 


but dross ; shall thy sal - va - tion find. 


am trust- ing, Lord, in Cal - va - ry; 


am count-ing all 


hPa 


bow: Save me, me now. 


Je - sus, save 


Samed at thy cross 


237. (680) 


.2 Long my heart has sighed for thee ; 
Long has evil reigned within ; | 
Jesus sweetly speaks to me, 
I will cleanse you from all sin.— Cho. 


Soul and body thine to be— 
Wholly thine—for evermore.—Cho. 


4 In the promises I trust ; 
Now I feel the blood applied 
I am prostrate in the dust ; 


3 Here I give my all to thee— I with Christ am crucified. —Cho. 
Friends, and time, and earthly store ; W. McDonatp, 
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LENOX. H.M. Epson. 


4 
Geiss tase 


1. A - rise, my soul, a- rise! Shake off thy guilt-y fears; The bleeding Sa -cri-fice 


Be- fore the throne my Sure-ty stands, My 


A 


In my be-half ap-pears: 


Be- fore the throne my ‘Sure-ty stands, My nameis writ-ten 


name is writ-ten on his hands 


fore the throne my Sure-ty stands,My name is writ-ten on his _ hands, 
Sure - ty stands, My name is writ - - - ten on his hands. 


22 (427)| 4 My God is reconciled ; 
His pardoning voice I hear ; 
He owns me for his child ; 
I can no longer fear: 
With confidence I now draw nigh, 
And Father, Abba, Father, cry. 


2 Five bleedings wounds he bears 
Received on Calvary ; 
They pour effectual prayers, 
They strongly plead for me: 
Forgive him, oh forgive, they cry, 


; : C. WEsLEy, 
Nor let that ransomed sinner die! DOXOLOGY. 
3 The Father hears him pray,— To God, the Father, Son, 
His dear anointed One ; And Spirit ever blest, 
He cannot turn away Eternal Three in One, 
The presence of his Son ; All worship be addrest : 
His Spirit answers to the blood, | As heretofore it was, is now, 


And tells me I am born of God. And shall be so, for evermore. 
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PaO  BERTE VES 7C.. MoM. 


= e— 
1. Fa - ther, I stretch my handsto thee; No oth-er help I _ know; 


Cuo.—1 do be-lieve, I now be-lieve That Je-sus died for me; 
a. 
= = -2— — ee 
= = =o —_ = 
i —_— ae 


If thouwith-draw thy - self from me, Ah, whith-er shall I go? 
Andthroughhis blood, his _ pre-cious blood, I shall fromt sin be free, 
hae m. 


239 (687) 


2 What did thine only Son endure 3 Author of faith, to thee I lift 
Before I drew my breath! My weary, longing eyes ; 


What pain, what labor, to secure | Oh, may I now receive that gift ; 
My soul from endless death? My soul, without it, dies. c, westey. 


JESUS, TO THEE I. COME. J. E. Gourp, 


1. Je-sus, I come—I come to-night; Re-store to me my blinded sight; Andin my 


Je-sus, to thee I come! 


240 (689) 

2 Jesus, I come—lI cannot stay 3 Jesus, I come—“just as I am,” 
From thee another precious day ; To thee, the holy, spotless Lamb ; 
I woultl thy word this night obey— Thou wilt receive me as I am— 


Jesus, to thee I come! Jesus, to thee I come ! 
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MARTYN. 7s. Double. 


; Je - sus,lov - er of my soul, 
* ) While the bil - lows near me roll, 


p.c.Safe in-to the ha- ven guide; 


Let me to thy bo -som fly, 
While the temp-est still is high. 


Oh, ° re-ceive my soul at last. 


Hide me,O my Sav-iour, hide, 


’ Till the storm of life is past; 


24-1 (658) 
Other refuge have I none ; 
Hangs my helpless soul on thee: 
Leave, ah! leave me not alone, 
‘Still support and comfort me ; 
All my trust on thee is stayed, 
All my help from thee I bring ; 
Cover my defenceless head 
With the shadow of thy wing. 
3 Thou, O Christ, art all I want, 
“More than all in thee I find: 
Raise the fallen, cheer the faint, 
Heal the sick, and lead the blind: 
Just and holy is thy name ; 
I am all unrighteousness : 
False and full of sin I am ; 
Thou art full of truth and grace. 


nN 


4 Plenteous grace with thee is found, 
Grace to cover all my sin ; 
Let the healing streams abound, 
Make and keep me pure within: 


* 
242 


1 Heart of stone, relent, relent! 


Thou of life the fountain art, 
Freely let me take of thee ; 
Spring thou up within my heart ; 
Rise to all eternity. CSS 


(691) 


Break, by Jesus’ cross subdued ! 
See his body mangled, rent, 
Covered with a gore of blood ; 
Sinful soul, what hast thou done ? 
Crucified the Incarnate Son! 


2 Wilt thou let him bleed in vain? 


Still to death thy Lord pursue? 
Open all his wounds again, 

And the shameful cross renew ? 

No; with all my sins I'll part ; 
Break, oh break, my bleeding heart! 


C, Wss.ey. 


* Adapt by repeating the last two lines. 
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CONSECRATION. 7s & 6s. Rev. L, Heartsoucu. By permission. 
eee Ss = | 


== 


1. Oh, who'll stand up fo 


Je - sus, 


Sie eS 


The low - ly Naz - a - rene? 


re- proach or 


the blood-stained ban - ner, 
sor - row, If 


the hosts of 
e - sus leads me 


sin? 
there. 


— 


The Cross for 


Christ I'll cher - ish, Its cru 


24.3 
2 Oh who will follow Jesus, 
Amid reproach and shame? 
Where others shrink and falter, 
Who'll glory in his name ?- 
The Cross for Christ, etc. 
3 My all to Christ I’ve given, 
My talents, time and voice, 
Myself, my reputation, 
The lone way is my choice. 
The Cross for Christ, etc. 


4 O Jesus, precious Saviour, 
My all-sufficient Friend! 
Come, fold me to thy bosom, 

E’eu, to the journey’s end. 
The Cross for Christ, etc. 


HartsouGu. 


(709) | 24.4. 


(710) 
1 ASHAMED to be a Christian, 
Afraid the world should know 
I’m on the way to Zion, 
Where joys eternal flow! 
Forbid it, bless¢d Saviour, 
That I should ever be 
Afraid the cross to cherish, 
Or blush to follow thee. 


2 Ashamed to be a Christian, 

-To love my God and King! 

The fire of zeal is burning, 
My soul is on the wing. 

I want a faith made perfect, 
That all the world may see, 

I stand a living witness, 
Of mercy, rich and free. 


106 PENITENCE AND CONSECRATION. 


RATHBUN. 8s & 7s. J. Conxey, 


1. Lord, I know thy grace is nigh me, Thoughthy-self I can- not see; 
ant 


e - sus, Mas - ter, ns not by me; Son of Da- vid, pit - me. 
c= cere = 2: = 2 — 
= Ste —— =f SS 
245 (699) 4 Ah! what touch is this that thrills me ? 


What this burst of strange delight ? 
Lo, the rapturous vision fills me! 
This is Jesus! this is sight! 


2 While sit in weary blindness, 
Longing for the blesséd light, 
Many taste thy loving-kindness ; ; . 
“Lord, I would receive my sight.” | 5 Roe ye saints, that throng behind 
him ! 


3 I would see thee and adore thee, Let me follow in the way ; 
? 


And hy! WoL SRS ene I will teach the blind to find him 


Hear the sightless soul implore thee ; Who can turn their night to day 
Let me see thy face and live. i Ganse. 


HAPPY (oD AY cage vis . 


Oh, happy day that fixed my choice On thee, my Sav- iour and my God ! 
1. } Well may this belgwing heart ee See And oy its ee -tures all a-broad. Hap-py 
ri . 4 


BS 


aught me how to watch and pray, t 
nd live re-joic-ing every day ; 


day, Pacer day, When Jesus wash’d my sins away ! | He 


rm 


PENITENCE AND 
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1 On, happy day that fixed my choice 
On thee, my Saviour and my God! 
Well may this glowing heart rejoice, 

And tell its raptures all abroad. 


2 Oh, happy bond, that seals 
vows 

To him who merits all my love! 

Let cheerful anthems fill his house, 


While to that sacred shrine I move. 


mah 


BRIGHT CROWN. 


(715) |3 


CONSECRATION. 107 


’*Tis done; the great transaction’s 
done ; 

I am my Lord’s, and he is mine ; 

He drew me, and I followed on, 

Charmed to confess the voice di- 
vine. 


4 Now rest, my long-divided heart! 
Fixed on this blissful centre, rest ; 
Here have I found a nobler part, 


Here heavenly pleasures fill my breast. 
DopprinGE, 


Wm. B. Brapsury. 
CHORUS, 


Though in this world ye suf- fer loss, You'll reach fair Ca-naan’s land ; 


hap-py, pray-ing band, 


247 

2 All earthly pleasures we'll forsake, 
When heaven appears in view, 

In Jesus’ strength we'll undertake 
To fight our passage through. 

‘Let us never mind the scoffs, etc. 


(716) 


3 Oh, what a glorious shout there'll be, 
When we arrive at home ! 
Our friends and Jesus we shall see, 
And God shall say “ Well done.” 
Let us never mind the scoffs, etc. 


ee PENITENCE AND CONSECRATION. 
BARTIMEUS. 8s & 7s. 


of Da-vid!” 


“Mer - cy, thou Son 


Thus tind Bae - ti - me - us 


ae 2 


SSS S54 3 
Lae S en to . 
“Oth - ers by thy word are sav - ed, Now to me _ af- ford thine aid.” 
I~ 
Eh — ——s al = 
SS = aa = a 
248 (725) Straight he saw, and won by kindness, 


2 Many for his crying chid him, 
But he called the louder still ; 
Till the gracious Saviour bade him, 
“Come, and ask me what you will.” 
Money was not what he wanted, 
Though by begging used to live ; 
But he ask’d, and Jesus granted 
Alms which none but he could give. 
“ Lord, remove this grievous blindness, 
Let my eyes behold the day !” 


WELCOME. 8s, 7s & 4s. 


Follow’d Jesus in the way. s 


5. Now, methinks I hear him praising, 
Publishing to all around ; 
“Friends, is not my-case amazing ? 
What a Saviour I have found ! 


6 “Oh, that all the blind but knew him, 
And would be advised by me ! 
Surely they would hasten to him, 


He would cause them all to see.” 
Newton, 


Hy. 249. 


Joun Zunvev. 


(726) 


4 


Lord, I makea full sur-ren-der, [ Omit. 


Or in vain attempt pos-ses-sion, [Omit.. 


2s) 


—— 


ah 
Welcome, welcome, deat Redeiaee Waltons to 


this heart of mine ; 
Every power and 


\ Known to allto be thy mansion, Earth and hell will dis - ap - pear ; 


Ar NSO RMSE: So. When they find the 


2 


|“ thought be thine ; Thine en-tire-ly, Thine en - 
Lard is near— Shout, O Zi-on! Shout, O 


ees APrvaarrn 2s 


tire - ly, a peed a ter-nal a- ges, Thine. 
Zi-on! Shout, ye saints, the Lordis here! 
= 
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Dee THs OF MERCY. --7s. 


CHORUS. 


| { Depth of mer-cy! can there be Mer-cy still re-servedforme? } 
| * 7 Can my God his wrath for-bear? Me, thechief of sinners,spare? {God is love! I 


259 (700) 
2 I have long withstood his grace ; 
Long provoked him to his face ; 
Would not hearken to his calls ; 
Grieved him by a thousand falls. 
God is love, ete. 


3 Now incline me to repent ; 
Let me now my sins lament ; 
Now my foul revolt deplore, 
Weep, believe, and sin no more. 
God is love, etc. 


4 Kindled his relentings are ; 
Me he now delights to spare ; 
Cries, “ How shall I give thee up ?” 
Lets the lifted thunder drop. 
God is love, etc. 


5 There for me the Saviour stands, 
Shows his wounds, and spreads his hands ; 
God is love! I know, I feel ; 
Jesus weeps, and loves me still. 
God is love, ete. pu wWusev, 


IIo 


BLLESDIEV@Ssicci7s: 


PENITENCE AND CONSECRATION, 


Arr. by J. P, Hoisroox. 


=== == —S==] 


re JO = SUS, 0 


my cross have tak - en, 


Nw 
All 


to leave, and fol - low thee; 


J 


Nak - ed, poor, des-pised, for - sak - en, 
con -di - tion, 


p.s. Yet howrich is my 


Thou, from hence, my all shalt be! 
God and heaven are still my own! 


Per - ish, ev- ery fond 


SSS SS Ss 


am - bi - tion, 


All I’ve sought, orhoped, or known, 


251 (705) 
2 Let the world despise and leave me, 
They have left my Saviour, too ; 
Human hearts and looks deceive me— 
Thou art not, like them, untrue ; 
Oh! while thou dost smile upon me, 
God of wisdom, love, and might, 
Foes may hate, and friends disown me, 
Show thy face, and all is bright. 
3 Man may trouble and distress me,’ 
’T will but drive me to thy breast, 
Life with trials hard may press me, 
Heaven will bring me sweeter rest! 
Oh! ’tis not in grief to harm me, 
While thy love is left to me; 
Oh! ’twere not in joy to charm me, 
Were that joy unmixed with thee. 


4 Go then, earthly fame and treasure! 
Come disaster, scorn, and pain ! 
In thy service pain is pleasure, 
With thy favor, loss is gain. 
I have called thee, Abba, Father! 
I have stayed my heart on thee! 
Storms may howl, and clouds may 
gather, 
All must work for good to me. 


5 Soul, then. know thy full salvation, 

Rise o’er sin, and fear, and care ; 

Joy to find in every station 
Something still to do or bear. - 

Think what Spirit dwells within thee; 
Think what Father’s smiles are thine; 

Think that Jesus died to win thee ; 
Child of heaven, canst thou repine? 


PENITENCE AND 


6 Haste thee on from grace to glory, 
Armed by faith,and winged by prayer! 
Heaven’s eternal day ’s before thee ; 
God’s own hand shall guide thee 
there. 


NOTHING BUT LEAVES. 


CONSECRATION. III 


Soon shall close thy earthly mission, 
Soon shall pass thy pilgrim days, 
Hope shall change to glad fruition, 


Faith to sight, and prayer to 
praise. Lyte. 
S.J. Vat. 


sins indulged while conscience slept, O” 


er vows and prom-is - es un-kept, 


reap from years of _ strife— 


(701) 


no gathered 


252 
2 Nothing but leaves! 
sheaves 
Of life’s fair ripening grain ; 
We sow our seeds, lo! tares and weeds, | 
- Words, idle words for earnest deeds, 
We reap with toil and pain— 


Nothing but leaves. 
3 Nothing but leaves! sad memory weaves 
No veil to hide the past ; 


And as we trace our weary way, 
Counting each lost and misspent day, 
Sadly we find at last— 
Nothing but leaves. 


4 Ah! who shall thus the Master meet, 
Bearing but withered leaves? 
Ah! who shall at the Saviour’s feet, 
Before the awful judgment-seat, 
Lay down, for golden sheaves, 
Nothing but leaves? 


253 


2 


254 


dieses Sas llViA Ec 


EUCHARIST. L. M. 


1. Our Saviour bowed be-neath the wave, And meek -ly sought a wa - tery grave; 


o 


oa 


Come, see the sa - cred path he 


trod— A 
@ p- 


our God. 


path well-pleas-ing to 


eee 


=i 


(739) 


His voice we hear, his footsteps trace, | 
And hither come to seek his face, 
To do his will, to feel his love, 

And join our songs with those above. 


Hosanna to the Lamb divine! 
Let endless glories round him shine ; 
High o’er the heavens forever reign, 


O Lamb of God, for sinners slain. 
Jupson. 


(737) 
Come, Holy Spirit, Dove divine, 
On these baptismal waters shine, 
And teach our hearts, in highest strain, 
To praise the Lamb, for sinners slain. 


We love thy name, we love thy laws, 
And joyfully embrace thy cause ; 


255 


1 ComE, happy souls, adore the Lamb, 


We love thy cross, the shame, the pain, 
O Lamb of God, for sinners slain. 


We sink beneath thy mystic flood ; 


Oh, bathe us in thy cleansing blood ! 
112 


We die to sin, and seek a grave, 
With thee, beneath the yielding wave. 


|4 And as we rise, with thee to live, 


Oh, let the Holy Spirit give — 
The sealing unction from above, 
The breath of life, the fire of love ! 


Jupson. 


(736) 


Who loved our race ere time began ! 

Who veiled his Godhead in our clay, 

And in an humble manger lay. 

To Jordan’s stream the Spirit led, 

To mark the path his saints should 
tread ; 

Joyful they trace the sacred way, 

To see the place where Jesus lay. 


Immersed by John in Jordan’s wave, 

The Saviour left his watery grave ; 

Heaven owned the deed, approved the 
way, 


And blessed the place where Jesus lay. 
Txomas Batpwin. 


Bs 3 Sad a GSN 
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Wm. B. Brapsury. 


mys - tic grave; 


With Christ we bur - ied 


By mourn-ful Cal - va - ry.’ 


256 (754)| 
2 The pure and bright baptismal flood— 
The type of cleansing plain ; 
New creatures, from the yielding wave 
With Christ we rise again. 
3 Thrice blest, if, thro’ this world of sin, 
And lust, and selfish care, 
Our resurrection-mantle white 
And undefiled we wear. 
4 Thrice blest, if, thro’ the gate of death, | 
Glorious at last and free, 
We to our joyful. rising pass, 
O Risen Lord, with thee. 


257 (755) 
1 WE long to move and breathe in thee, 
Inspired with thine own breath, 

To live:thy life, O Lord, and be 
Baptized into thy death. 
2 Thy death to sin we die below, 
But we shall rise in love ; 
We here are planted in thy woe, 
- But we shall bloom above. 
3 Above we shall thy glory share, 
As we thy cross have borne ; 


E’en we shall crowns of honor wear, 
When we the thorns have worn. 


4 Thy crown of thorns is all our boast, 
While now we fall before 
The Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
And tremble, love, adore. 


258 (756) 


'1 Lorp, I am thine, and in thy aid 


I place my firmest trust: 
How large the price thy love has paid 
For vile, polluted dust! 


2 In thine assembly now I stand; 
My vows to thee I bring, 
Obedient to thy great command, 
My Saviour and my King. 
3 I stand before the sacred flood ; 
Thy gracious words invite : 
How poor an offering, O my God, 
I make thee in this rite! 


4 Thine ordinance, great Saviour, bless ; 
Support me all my days; 
May I each gospel truth confess, 
And walk in all thy ways. 
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= ee 


| | 5 oki 
1. How calmly wakes the hallowed morn ! [How tranquil carth’s repose !—Meet emblem 
\—— 


| | 
of the Sab-bath morn, When, early, Je - sus rose, When, early, Je - sus rose, 


259 (750)! 3 So, blesséd Spirit, come to-day 
To our baptismal scene ; 

Let thoughts of earth be far away, 
And every mind serene. 


2 How fair, along the rippling wave, 
The radiant light is cast !— 
A symbol of the mystic grave 
Through which the Saviour passed. | 4 This day we give to holy joy ; 
This day to heaven belongs ; 
Raised to new life, we will employ 
In melody our tongues. _§, F. Sma. 


3 Around this scene of sacred love 
The peace of heaven is shed: 
So came the Spirit, like a dove, 
To rest on Jesus’ head. 
J 261 (752) 
1 ALMIGHTY Saviour, here we stand, 
Ranged by the water side ; 
Hither we come at thy command, 
To wait upon thy bride. 


4 Lord, meet us in this path of thine; | 
We come thy rite to seal ; 
Move o’er the waters, Dove divine, 
And all thy grace reveal. gs, F. Smitu. 


260 (751) 2 Thy footsteps marked this humble way 
rt MEEK y in Jordan’s holy stream For all that love thy cause ; 
The great Redeemer bowed ; Lord, thy example we obey, 
Bright was the glory’s sacred beam And glory in the cross. 
That hushed the wondering crowd. 3 Our dearest Lord, we'll follow thee, 
2 Thus God descended to approve Where’er thou lead’st the way, 
The deed that Christ had done ; Through floods, through flames, through 
Thus came the emblematic Dove, : death’s dark vale, 
And hovered o’er the Son. To realms of endless day. 


VESPER. 8s, 7s & 4s. 


BAPTISM. 


115 


BortniANSKI. 


it, Lord, I’ll take 


eo 


it, 


(733) 
2 While this liquid tomb surveying, 
Emblem of my Saviour’s grave, 
Shall I shun its brink, betraying 
Feelings worthy of a slave? 
No! I'll enter: 
Jesus entered Jordan’s wave. 


3 Sweet the sign that thus reminds me, 
Saviour, of thy love for me ; 
Sweeter still the love that binds me 
In its deathless bonds to thee : 
Oh what pleasure, 
Buried with my Lord to be! 


4 Should it rend some fond connection, 
Should I suffer shame or loss, 
Yet the fragrant, blest reflection, 
I have been where Jesus was, 
Will revive me 
When I faint beneath the cross. 
Joun E. Gres. 
263 (734) 


1 Jesus, Mighty King in Zion, 
Thou alone our guide shall be : 


Thy commission we rely on ; 
We would follow none but thee 


2 As an emblem of thy passion, 
And thy victory o’er the grave, 
We, who know thy great salvation, 
Are baptized beneath the wave. 
3 Fearless of the world’s despising, 
We the ancient path pursue, 
Buried with our Lord, and rising 
To a life divinely new. 
Joun FEttows. 
264 (735) 
1 Lorn, in humble, sweet submission, 
Here we meet to follow thee : 
Trusting in thy great salvation, 
Which alone can make us free. 
2 Nought have we to claim as merit ; 
All the duties we can do 
Can no crown of life inherit : 
All the praise to thee is due. 


| 3 Yet we come in Christian duty, 
Down beneath the wave to go ; 
Oh the bliss! the heavenly beauty! 


Christ the Lord was buried so. 
Ropert T. Danie, 
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le QS SOIR (Ss ate 


THE CHURCH 


GrorcE KINGSLEY. 


1. Our souls, by love 


SSS 


6 - geth-er knit, 


— 
Ce - ment-ed, ni “ 


2 oe eee — 


{passe 


a 


SSS 


One hope, one heart, one mind, one voice, 


Tis (on on earth be - gun. 


ee ee 
265 (768) 


2 Our hearts have often burned within, 
And glowed with sacred fire, 

While Jesus spoke, and fed, and blessed, 
And filled the enlarged desire. 

The little cloud increases still, 
The heavens are big with rain ; 

We haste to catch the teeming shower, 
And all its moisture drain. 


w 


4 Arill, a stream, a torrent flows ! 
But pour a mighty flood ; 
Oh sweep the nations, shake the earth, 
*Till all proclaim thee, God! 
5 And when thou mak’st thy jewels up, 
And sett’st thy starry crown ; 
When all thy sparkling gems shall 
shine, 
Proclaimed by thee thine own: 
6 May we, a little band of love, 
We, sinners saved by grace, 
From glory unto glory changed, 
Behold thee face to face! Murer. 


266 (769) 


1 Com, let us join our friends above, 
Who have obtained the prize, 


= pS 25) 2S SSS 


And on the eagle wings of love 
To joy celestial rise. 


2 Let saints below in concert sing 
With those to glory gone ; 
For all the servants of our King 
In heaven and earth are one. 


One family, we dwell in him ; 
One church above, beneath ; 
Though now divided by the stream— 
The narrow stream—of death. 


ios) 


4 One army of the living God, 
To his command we bow ; 
Part of the host have crossed the 
flood, 


And part are crossing now. 
C. WEsLey. 


267 (773) 
1 CoE in, thou blessed of the Lord, 
Stranger nor foe art thou, 
We welcome thee with warm accord, 
Our friend, our brother, now. ~~ 


2 The hand of fellowship, the heart 
Of love, we offer thee : 
Leaving the world, thou dost but part 
From lies and vanity. 


FELLOWSHIP. 


3 Come with us,—we will do thee good, 
As God to us hath done ; 
Stand but in him, as those have stood 
Whose faith the victory won. 


4 And when, by turns, we pass away, 
As star by star grows dim, 
May each, translated into day 
Be lost and found in him. 


MonTGomERY, 
268 (774) 
1 Lorn, thou on earth didst love thine 
Didst love them to the end; [own, 
Oh, still from thy celestial throne, 
Let gifts of love descend ! 


2 The love the Father bears to thee, 
His own eternal Son, 
Fill all thy saints, till all shall be 
In pure affection one. 


SAY, BROTHERS. 


II7 


3 One blesséd fellowship of love, 
Thy living church should stand, 
Till, faultless, she at last above 


Shall shine at thy right hand. 
Ray Patmer, 


269 (775) 


1 Bress’p be the dear, uniting love, 
That will not let us part ; 

Our bodies may far off remove— 
We still are one in heart. 


2 Joined in one Spirit to our head, 
Where he appoints, we go ; 
And still in Jesus’ footsteps tread, 
And show his praise below. 


3 Partakers of the Saviour’s grace, 
The same in mind and heart— 
Nor joy, nor grief, nor time, nor place, 
Nor life, nor death, can part. 
C. WEsLEy, 


brothers, will you meet 
Cito, Glo - calla glo-ry, hal-le - lu - 


| vom us, 


jah, 


Sey, brothers, will you meet us 
Glo- ry, glo-ry, hal-le - lu - 


jah! 


Say, brothers, will you mect 


us, 
Glo-ry, glo-ry, hal-le - lu - 


jah, 


Ca-naan’s hap - py shore? 


For ev - er, ev - er - more. 


- 7O es (77 / 8) 
2 By the grace of God we'll meet you, 
Where parting is no more.—C/o. 


3 Jesus lives and reigns for ever, 


On Canaan’s happy shore.—Cho, 
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GRATITUDE. 
Lan, 


THE CHURCH. 


1 How blest the 


sa - cred tie: that'binds 


How swift the heavenly course they run, jee pots whose faith, whose hopes are one. 


ee eee 


271 (765) 
2 To each, the soul of each how dear! 
What watchful love, what holy fear! 
How doth the gen’rous flame within 
Refine from earth, and cleanse from 
sin! 
3 Nor shall the glowing flame expire 
"Midst nature’s drooping, sick’ning 
fire: 
Soon shall they meet in realms above, 


A heaven of joy, a heaven of love. 
Mrs, Barpautp. 


272 (766) 

CoE in, thou blesséd of our God, 

In Jesus’ name we bid thee come ; 

No more thy feet shall roam abroad, 

Henceforth a brother—welcome home 

2 Those joys which earth can not afford, 
We'll seek in fellowship to prove, 
Joined in one spirit to our Lord. 
Together bound by mutual love. 

3 And while we pass this vale of tears, 


i) 


We'll make our joys and sorrows | 


known ; 


yd 
We'll share each other’s hopes and 


fears, 
And count a brother’s cares our own. 


KELty, 
ayia (767) 
1 KiNpReED in Christ! for his dear sake 
A hearty welcome here receive ; 
May we together now partake 


The joys which only he can give. 


May he, by whose kind care we meet, 

Send his good Spirit from above ; 

Make our communications sweet, 

And cause our hearts to burn with 
love. 


N 


3 Forgotten be each worldly theme, 


When Christians meet together thus ; 

We only wish to speak of him, 

Who lived, and died, and reigns, for 
us. 


4 Thus,—as the moments pass away,— 
We'll love, and wonder, and adore, 
And hasten to the glorious day 


When we shall meet to part no more. — 
NewrTon. 


FELLOWSHIP. 


BOYLSTON. 


that 


binds 


kin-dred minds Is 
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2 Before our Father’s throne 
We pour our ardent prayers ; 
Our fears, our hopes, our aims are one, 
Our comforts and our cares. 
3 .We share our mutual woes, 
Our mutual burdens bear; 
And often for each other flows 
The sympathizing tear. 
4 When we asunder part, 
It gives us inward pain ; 
But we shall still be joined in heart, 
And hope to meet again. 
5 This glorious hope revives 
Our courage by the way; 
While each in expectation lives, 
And longs to see the day. 
6 From sorrow, toil, and pain, 
And sin, we shall be free, 
And perfect love and friendship reign 
«Through all eternity. 


2 7 5 ay _ 
1 AND are we yet alive 
To see each other’s face? 


Fawcett. 


(780) 


that 


like to 


Glory and praise to Jesus give, 
For his redeeming grace. 


2 What troubles have we seen! 
What conflicts have we past! 
Fightings without, and fears within, 
Since we assembled last! 


3 But out of all, the Lord 
Hath brought us by his love; 
And still he doth his help afford, 
And hides our life above. 


4 Then let us make our boast 
Of his redeeming power, 
Which saves us to the uttermost, 


Till we can sin no more. _c. Westey. 


276 (781) 
t ONcE more before we part, 
Oh, bless the Saviour’s name! 
Let every tongue and every heart 


Adore and praise the same. 


2 Lord, in thy grace we came, 
That blessing still impart ; 
We meet in Jesus’ sacred name, 


In Jesus’ name we part. Has 


120 : THE: CHURCH, 


UNION. 8s. Op MEtopy. 


1, From whence doth thisun-ion a-rise, That ha - tred is con-quered by love? 


A= = 
— 
SS 


That fast - ens our souls in such ties_ As na- ture and time can’t re-move? 


277 (777) 


2 It cannot in Eden be found, 
Nor yet in a paradise lost ; 
It grows on Immanuel’s ground, 
And Jesus’ rich blood it did cost. 


3 My friends are so dear unto me, 
Our hearts are united in love: 
Where Jesus is gone we shall be, 
In yonder blest mansions above. 


4 Then why so unwilling to part, 
Since there we shall all meet again? 
Engraved on Immanuel’s heart, 
At distance we cannot remain. 


5 Oh, when shall we see that bright day, 
And join with, the angels above, 
Set free from these prisons of clay, 
United with Jesus in love! 


6 With Jesus we ever shall reign, 
And all his bright glories shall see, 
And sing, Hallelujah! amen! 
Amen! even so let it be. Tomas BALDWIN, 


FELLOWSHIP. 121 


WHEN SHALL WE MEET AGAIN. 


“SprIRITUAL Soncs,”’ 


1. Whenshallwe meet a- gain, Meet ne’er to sev - er? When will peace 


wreathe herchain Round us for ev-er? Our hearts willne’erre-pose, Safe 


PP! 


2 When shall love freely flow | Where kindred spirits dwell, 
Pure as life’s river ? There may our music swell, 
When shall sweet friendship glow And time our joys dispel 
Changeless forever? Never—no, never ! 


Where the joys celestial thrill, 

Where bliss each heart shall fill. 

And fears of parting chill 
Never—no, never! 


4 Soon shall we meet again, 
Meet ne’er to sever; 
Soon shall peace wreathe her chain 
Round us forever ; 


3 Up to that world of light Our hearts will then repose 
Take us, dear Saviour ; | Secure from worldly woes ; 
May We all there unite, | Our songs of praise shall close 


Happy forever ; Never—no, never ! 
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HAMBURG. L. M. GrEGORIAN CHANT. 


1. O Jesus, bruis’d and wounded more Than bursted grape, or bread of wheat, 
aOR 


Se 


sleet Ss Swere j 
The Life of life with - in our souls, The cup of our sal - va- tion sweet! 


279 (785). We come to boast our Saviour’s name, 


2 We come to show thy dying hour, And make our triumphs in his cross. 
Thy streaming vein, thy broken flesh: a 
And still that blood is warm to save, | 287 (787) 
And still thy fragrant wounds are) | Jesus is gone above the skies, 

fresh. A 


Where our weak senses reach him not ; 
And carnal objects court our eyes, 
To thrust our Saviour from our thought. 


3 Come, Bread of heav’n, to feed our 
souls ! 
O blessed Jesus, enter in ! 
Come, Wine of God! and as we drink, | 2 He knows what wandering hearts we 


Thy precious blood wash out our sin! have, 
Apt to forget his lovely face ; 
280 (786)| And, to refresh our minds, he gave 


1 Ar thy command, our dearest Lord, These kind memorials of his grace. 
Here we attend thy dying feast ; 


Thy blood, like wine, adorns thy board, | 3 Let sinful joys be all forgot, 


And thine own flesh feeds every guest.| | And earth grow less in our esteem, 
2 Our faith adores thy bleeding love, Christ and his love fill every thought, 
And_trusts for life in One that died ; And faith and hope be fixed on him. 


We hope for heavenly crowns above 


While he is absent from our sight 
From a Redeemer crucified. 4 While he 1s absent SOMVOUr SIEHT, 


; : ’Tis to prepare our souls a place, 
3 Let the vain world pronounce it) ‘That we may dwell in heavenly light, 


shame, And live forever near his face. 
And fling their scandals on the cause ; Warts. 
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I 


283 


I 


to 


LIL OR DSi S'U-P PER. 


(788) 
O THou, my soul, forget no more 
The Friend who all thy sorrows bore ; 
Let every idol be forgot ; 

But, O my soul, forget him not. 


Renounce thy works and ways, with 
grief, 

And fly to this divine relief ; 

Nor him forget, who left his throne, 

And for thy life gave up his own. 


Eternal truth and mercy shine 

In him, and he himself is thine : 

And canst thou, then, with sin beset, 

Such charms, such matchless charms, 
forget ? 


Oh, no ; till life itself depart, 

His name shall cheer and warm my 
heart ; 

And, lisping this, from earth I'll rise, 


And join the chorus of the skies. 
KRisHna Par. 


(79°) 
AmipsT us our Belovéd stands, 

And bids us view his piercéd hands ; 
Points to the wounded feet and side, 
Blest emblems of the crucified. 


What food luxurious loads the board, 
When at his table sits the Lord! 


284 


I 


2 


285 


I 


3 


The wine how rich, the bread how) 4 


sweet, 
When Jesus deigns the guests to 
meet. 
If now, with eyes defiled and dim, 
We see the signs, but see not him, 
Oh thay his love the scales displace, 


And bid us see him face to face. 


SPuRGEON. 
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(789) 
Draw near, O Holy Dove, draw near, 
With peace and gladness on thy wing ; 
Reveal the Saviour’s presence here, 

And light, and life, and comfort bring. 


“Eat, O my friends—drink, O beloved!” 
We hear the Master’s voice exclaim : 
Our hearts with new desire are moved, 
And kindled with a heavenly flame. 


No room for doubt, no room for dread, 
Nor tears, nor groans, nor anxious sighs; 
We do not mourn a Saviour dead, 


But hail him living in the skies ! 
A. R. W. 


(793) 


STILL one in life and one in death, 
One in our hope of rest above, 
One in our joy, our trust, our faith, 
One in each other’s faithful love ; 


Yet must we part, and parting weep ; 

What else has earth for us in store ? 

Ourfarewellpangs, how sharp and deep! 

Our farewell words, how sad and sore! 

Yet shall we meet again in peace, 

To sing the song of festal joy, 

Where none shall bid our gladness 
cease, 

And none our fellowship destroy : 


Where none shall beckon us away, 
Nor bid our festival be done ; 

Our meeting-time the eternal day, 
Our meeting-place the eternal throne. 


There, hand in hand, firm-linked at last, 
And heart to heart enfolded all, 

We'll smile upon the troubled past, 
And wonder why we kept at all. 


Bonar. 
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Wm. B. Brapsury. 


gue 


1. Je - sus! thy love shall we 


for - get, 


The grace that paid our hope-less debt, 
my 


r 
And bade us 


par - don 


286 


2 Shall we thy life of grief forget, 
Thy fasting and thy prayer ; 
Thy locks with mountain vapors wet, 
To save us from despair ? 


(799) 


3 Gethsemane, can we forget— 
Thy struggling agony— 
When night lay dark on Olivet, 
And none to watch with thee? 


4 Can we the crown of thorns forget, 
The buffeting and shame ; 


REMEMBRANCE, C. M. 


et 


f 
When hell thy sinking soul beset, 
And earth reviled thy name ? 


5 The nails, the spear, can we forget ; 
The agonizing cry— 
“My God! my Father! wilt thou let 
Thy Son forsaken die ?” 
6 Life’s brightest joys we may forget— 
Our kindred cease to love ; 
But he who paid our hopeless debt, 
Our constancy shall prove. 


ScoTtisH. 


e-sus ! thy love shall we forget, 


H pl 
Ly, 


And nev-erbringto mind The grace that paid our 


. 


THE  LORD*’S SUPPER. 


287 (800) 
1 Ir human kindness meets return, 
And owns the grateful tie ; 
If tender thoughts within us burn 
To feel a friend is nigh ; 


2 Oh, shall not warmer accents tell 
The gratitude we owe 
To him who died our fears to quell, 
Our more than orphan’s woe! 


3 While yet his anguished soul surveyed 
Those pangs he would not flee, 
What love his latest words displayed, 

“Meet and remember me!” 


4 Remember thee! thy death, thy shame, 
Our sinful hearts to share ! 
O memory, leave no other name, 
But his recorded there ! 
Noe. 


288 (80r) 
1 Here at thy table, Lord, we meet, 
To feed on food divine: 
Thy body is the bread we eat, 
Thy precious blood the wine. 


2 Here peace and pardon sweetly flow: 
Oh, what delightful food! 

We eat the bread, and drink the wine, 
But think on nobler good. 


3 Deep was the suffering he endured 
Upon th’ accurséd tree ; 
“For me,” each welcome guest may 
say, 
“Twas all endured for me.” 


4 
4 Sure there was never love so free— 
~ Dear Saviour—so divine: 


+ 
oS pe ee 


(289 


ioe 


Well thou mayst claim that heart of 
me, 


Which owes so much to thine. 
STENNETT. 


(803) 
t Lorp, at thy table we behold 
The wonders of thy grace, 
But most of all admire that we 
Should find a welcome place ;— 


2 We, who were all defiled with sin, 
And rebels to our God ; 
We, who have crucified thy Son, 
And trampled on his blood. 


3 What strange, surprising grace is this, 
That we, so lost, have room! 
Jesus our weary souls invites, 
And freely bids us come. 


290 (804) 
1 Ler vain pursuits and vain desires 
Be banished from the heart, 
The Saviour’s love fill every breast, 
And life and light impart. 


| 2 He knows how frail our nature is, 


Our souls how apt to stray ; 
How much we need his gracious help 
To keep us in the way ! 


3 These faithful pledges of his love 
His mercy did ordain, 
To bring refreshment to our souls, 
And faith and hope sustain. 


4 Since such his condescending grace, 
Let us, with hearts sincere, 
Obedient to his holy will, 
His table now draw near. 
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DUNDEE. 


CaM: 


THE CHURCH. 


Ses See 


| 
1. How sweet and 


aw - ful is 


the Pie With Christ with - in 


the doors, 


While ev - er - last - ing 


love dis- plays 


&- 
her parent ! 


The choic-est 


lewd se 2 fyb ees 


aor (796) 
2 While all our hearts, and all our songs, 
Join to admire the feast, 
Each of us cries, with thankful tongue, 
“Lord, why was I a guest?” 


3 “Why was I made to hear thy voice, 
And enter while there’s room, 
When thousands make a wretched 
-choice, 
And rather starve than come?” 


4 ’Iwas the same love that spread the 
feast, 
That sweetly forced us in; 
Else we had still refused to taste, 
And perished in our sin. 
5 Pity the nations, O our God! 
Constrain the earth to come ; 
Send thy victorious word abroad, 
And bring the strangers home. 


Warts. 
292 
1 Lorp, may the spirit of this feast— 
The earnest of thy love— 


(798) 


Maintain a dwelling in our breast, 
Until we meet above. 


2 And if no more with kindred dear 
The broken bread we share, 
Nor at the banquet-board appear 
To breathe the grateful prayer ;— 


3 Forget us not,—when on the bed 
Of dire disease we waste, 
Or to the chambers of the dead, 
And bar of judgment haste. 


4 Forget not,—thou who bore the woe 
Of Calvary’s fatal tree,— 
Those who within these courts below 


Have thus remembered thee. 
SIGOURNEY. 


DOXOLOGY. 


_Ler God the Father, and the Son, 
And Spirit, be adored, 
Where there are works to make him 
known, 
Or saints to love the Lord. 


ees biG RI DAS SiUi PP ER: 
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HANDEL. 


eS 


The fod - ther he be- stowed 


| 1. Be - hold! what won-drous grace 


eta fete oes 


“5s See = 


N bh 
\O 


Nor doth it yet appear 
How great we must be made ; 
But when we see our Saviour here, 
We shall be like our head. 
3 A hope so much divine 
May trials well endure ; 
May purge our souls from sense and 
As Christ, the Lord, is pure. __[sin, 
4 We would no longer lie, 
Like slaves beneath the throne; 
Oar faith shall “ Abba, Father!” cry, 
And thou the kindred own. Warts. 


og (899), 
1 A PARTING hymn we sing, 
Around thy table, Lord. / 
Again our grateful tribute bring, 
Our solemn vows record. 
2 Here have we seen thy face, 
And felt thy presence here, 
So may the savor of thy grace 
In word and life appear. 


3 The purchase of thy blood— 
By sin no longer led— 


me 
GSS za ae sss 
sin - ners it aoe MOK = tal race, To call them sons of God. 


The path our dear Redeemer trod 
May we rejoicing tread. 


4 In self-forgetful love 
Be our communion shown, 
Until we join the church above, 
And know as we are known. 


295 
1 Brest feast of love divine! 
’Tis grace that makes us free 
To feed upon this bread and wine, 
In memory, Lord, of thee! 


(805) 


2 That blood which flowed for sin, 
In symbol here we see, 
And feel the blesséd pledge within, 
That we are loved of thee. 


3 Oh, if this glimpse of love 
Be so divinely sweet, 
What will it be, my Lord, above, 
Thy gladdening smile to meet! 


4 To see thee face to face, 
Thy perfect likeness wear, 
And all thy ways of wondrous grace 
Through endless years declare! 


128 LHe CHURCH. 


BE BEGRY oC caivis Georce KIncsLEy. 


1. Not to the ter- rors of the Lord, The tem-pest, fire, and smoke; 


22 oe eee 
— 
Not to the thun-der of that word Which God on Si nai spoke ;— 
oe (826) _2 To this the joyful nations i ale 


All tribes and tongues, shall flow ; 
“Up to the hill of God,” they say, 
“ And to his house we'll go.” 


2 But we are come to Zion’s hill, 
The city of our God, 


Where milder words declare his will, 
And spread his love abroad. 3 The beams that shine on Zion’s hill. 


Shall lighten every land ; 
The King who reigns in Salem’s towers 
Shall all the world command. 


3 Behold the great, the glorious host 
Of angels clothed in light ; 


Behold the spirits of the just, es 
gs faith is turned to sight. 298 (825) 
4 The saints on earth, and all the dead, | Ler Zion and her sons rejoice— 
But one communion make ; Behold the promised hour ! 
All join in Christ, their living Head, | Her God hath heard her mourning 
And of his grace partake. voice, 


5 In such society as this And comes to exalt his power. 


Our weary souls would rest ; |2 He frees the soul condemned to death, 
The man who dwells where Jesus is | Nor, when his saints complain, 
Must be forever blest. Warts. Shall it be said that praying breath 
: Was ever spent in vain. 
Boe ; (324) 3 This shall be known when we are dead, 
1 BeHoLp, the mountain of the Lord, And let on long record, 
get atten : ays shee aes : That nations yet unborn may read, 
On mountain tops, above the hills, - Wind een dened prais the Diced: 


And draw the wond’ring eyes. Warns. 
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SLATE STREETS SM. 


WoopMan, 


church our blest Re - deem-er saved 


With his own pre - cious 


The saints, O Lord, before thy 


throne, 


299 


2 I love thy Church, O God! 
’ Her walls before thee stand, 
Dear as the apple of thine eye, 
And graven on thy hand. 
3 For her my tears shall fall ; 
For her my prayers ascend, 
To her my cares and toils be given, 
Till toils and cares shall end. 
4 Beyond my highest joy 
I prize her heavenly ways, 
Her sweet communion, solemn vows, 
Her hymns of love and praise. 
5 Jesus, thou Friend divine, 
Our Saviour and our King, 
Thy hand from every snare and foe 
Shall great deliverance bring. 
6 Sure as thy truth shall last, 
To Zion shall be given 
’ The brightest glories earth can yield, 
And brighter bliss of heaven. 
Dwicut. 
300 « 
1 Far as thy-name is known 
The world declares thy praise ; 


(833) 


Their songs of honor raise. 


2 With joy thy people stand 
On Zion’s chosen hill, 
Proclaim the wonders of thy hand, 
And counsels of thy will. 


3 Let strangers walk around 
The city where we dwell, 
Survey with care thine holy ground, 
And mark the building well,— 


4 The order of thy house, 
The worship of thy court, 
The cheerful songs, the solemn vows, 
And make a fair report. 


5 How decent, and how wise! 
How glorious to behold! 
Beyond the pomp that charms the 
eyes, 
And rites adorned with gold. 


6 The God we worship now 
Will guide us till we die— 
Will be our God while here below, 
And ours above the sky. 


Watts. 
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L. Mason. 
ze peo - ple ee for thee; 
a 


Se = 


thy mer - cy see 


Thine ear, in kind com - pas.sion, lend; us 
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301 (524) And every groan, and every sigh, 


2 Behold, thy weary churches wait, 
With wishful, longing eyes ; 
Let us no more lie desolate ; 
Oh, bid thy light arise! 
3 Oh, bring our dearest friends to God ; 
Remember those we love ; 
Fit them, on earth, for thine abode ; 
Fit them for joys above. 
4 Spirit of holiness, ’tis thine 
To hear our feeble prayer ; 
Come,—for we wait thy power divine,— 
Let us thy mercy share. g, F. sanru. 


302 (827) 
t A MOTHER may forgetful be, 
For human love is frail ; 
But thy Creator’s love to thee, 
O Zion, cannot fail. 


2 No, thy dear name engraven stands, 
In characters of love, 
On thy almighty Father’s hands ; 
And never shall remove. 


3 Before his ever-watchful eye _ 
Thy mournful state appears, 


Divine compassion hears. 
4 O Zion, learn to doubt no more, 
Be every fear suppressed ; 
Unchanging truth, and love, and power ~ 
Dwell in thy Saviour’s breast. 
STEELE, 
Sat (819) 
1 ComE, Lord, in mercy come again, 
With thy converting power; 
The fields of Zion thirst for rain, 
O send a gracious shower ! 
2 Our hearts are filled with sore distress, 
While sinners all around 
Are pressing on to endless death, 
And no relief is found. 
3 Dear Saviour, come with quickening 
power, 
Thy mourning people cry ; 
Salvation bring in mercy’s hour, 
Nor let the sinner die. ; 
4 Once more let converts throng thy 
house, 
And shouts of victory raise ; 
Then shall our griefs be turned to joy, 
And sighs to songs of praise. 


SECURITY AND 


evi 


EFFINGHAM. 


REVIVAL. 


an - chor laid, 


re - mote from home, 


Ce -les - tial breeze,no long-er stay, 


304 (504) 
2 “Fain would I mount, fain would I 
glow, 
And loose my cable from below ; 
But I can only spread my sail ; 
Thou, thou must breathe the auspicious 
gale.” 


05 

Come, O Creator Spirit blest ! 
And in our souls take up thy rest ; 
Come, with thy grace and heavenly aid, 
To fill the hearts which thou hast made. 


3 (497) 


Great Comforter! to thee we cry ; 
O highest Gift of God most high ! 
O fount of life! O fire of love! 

Send sweet anointing from above ! 


Far from us drive the foe we dread, 
And grant us thy true peace instead ; | 
So shall-we not, with thee for guide, | 


Turn from the path of life aside. 
Lyra Catu. 


306 

1 Come, sacred Spirit, from above, 
And fill the coldest heart with love : 
Oh! turn to flesh the flinty stone, 


(507) 


And let thy sovereign power be 


known. 


N 


Speak thou, and from the haughtiest 
eyes 

Shall floods of contrite sorrow rise ; 

While all their glowing souls are borne 

To seek that grace which now they 
scorn. 


Oh! let a holy flock await, 

In crowds around thy temple-gate ! 
Each pressing on with zeal to be 

A living sacrifice to thee. 


In answer to our fervent cries, 
Give us to see thy church arise ; 
Or, if that blessing seem too great, 


Give us to mourn its low estate. 
DoppriIncE. 


4 
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Wm. Tansur, 1735. 


Rene. —— 
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1.Come, Ho - ly Spir - it, heaven - 


ly Dove, With all thy quickening powers, 


Come,shed a- broad a 


397 (521) 
2 Look! how we grovel here below, 
Fond of these trifling toys! 
Our souls can neither fly nor go, 
To reach eternal joys. 


3 Invain we tune our formal songs ; 
' In vain we strive to rise ; 
Hosannas languish on our tongues, 

And our devotion dies. 


4 Dear Lord, and shall we ever live 
At this poor, dying rate,— 

Our love so faint, so cold to thee, 
And thine to us‘so great ? 


§ Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove, 
With all thy quickening powers, 
Come, shed abroad a Saviour’s love, 
And that shall kindle ours. warts. 


308: (522) 
1 Great Father of our feeble race, 
Behold, thy servants wait ; 
With longing eyes, and lifted hands, 
We flock around thy gate." 


2 Oh, shed abroad that royal gift, 
Thy Spirit from above, 
To bless our eyes with sacred light, 
And fire our hearts with love. 


3 Diffuse, O God, refreshing showers, 
| That earth its fruit may yield, 
And change this barren wilderness 

To Carmel’s flowery field. 


DoppripGE. 
3°09 


(523) 
1 SPIRIT of holiness, look down, 
Our fainting hearts to cheer ; 
And, when we tremble at thy frown, 
Oh, bring thy comforts near! 


2 Now let thy saving mercy heal 
The wounds it made before ; 
Now on our hearts impress thy seal, 
That we may doubt no more. 


3 Complete the work thou has begun, 
And make our darkness light, 
That we a glorious race may run, 
Till faith be lost in sight. 


BATHURST. 
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veh 


310 
2 Awake thy chosen few 
To fervent, earnest prayer ; 
Again may they their vows renew, 
Thy blessed presence share. 


(835) 


3 Thy Spirit then will speak 
Through lips of feeble clay, 
And hearts of adamant will break, 
* — And rebels will obey. 
4 Lord, lend thy gracious ear ; 
Oh, listen to our cry! 
Oh, come and bring salvation here ! 


Our hopes on thee rely. 


S21 
1 Great is the Lord our God, 
And let his praise be great ; 
He makes his churches his abode, 
His most delightful seat. 
2 In Zion God is known, 
A refuge in distress: 
How bright has his salvation shone, 
Through all her palaces! 
3 Oft have our fathers told, 
Our eyes have often seen, 


HaAstTINGs. 


(836) 


| 


| 


SS: eee 


How well our God secures the fold 
Where his own sheep have been. 


4 In every new distress 
We'll to his house repair ; 
We'll call to mind his wondrous grace, 
And seek deliverance there. warts. 


3a (837) 
1 On, for the happy hour 
When God will hear our cry, 
And send, with a reviving power, 
His Spirit from on high. 


2 We meet, we sing, we pray, 
We listen to the word, 
In vain ;—we see no cheering ray, 
No cheering voice is heard. 


| 3 While many crowd thy house, 


How few, around thy board, 
Meet to recount their solemn vows, 
And bless thee as their Lord! 


4 Come, then, with power divine, 
Spirit of life and love! 
Then shall this people all be thine, 
This church like that above. pBernune. 
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San THOMAS, Ss. M. 


On EG eR Gre 


1. Lord God _ the 


all 


thy power! 


oes 
> We meet with one accord 
In our appointed place, 
And wait the promise of our Lord, 
The Spirit of all grace. 
3 Like mighty rushing wind 
Upon the waves beneath, 
“Move with one impulse every mind, 
One soul, one feeling breathe. 
4 The young, the old, inspire 
With wisdom from above, 
And give us hearts and tongues of fire 
To pray, and praise, and love. 
5 Spirit of Truth, be thou 
In life and death our Guide! 
O Spirit of adoption, now 
May we be sanctified. Mowrcomery. 


314 (543) 


t Come, Holy Spirit, come, 
With energy divine ; 
And on this poor benighted soul 
With beams of mercy shine. 
2 Oh! melt this frozen heart ; 
This stubborn will subdue ; 


Each evil passion overcome, 
And form me all anew. 


3 Mine will the profit be, 
But thine shall be the praise ; 
And unto thee will I devote 
The remnant of my days. 


BEDDOME, 
315 


(539) 
1 Biest Comforter Divine, 
Let rays of heavenly love 
Amid our gloom and darkness shine, 
And guide our souls above. 


2 Draw us with still small voice, 
From every sinful way, 
And bid the mourning saint rejoice, 
Though earthly joys decay. 
3 By thine inspiring breath 
Make every cloud of care, 
And e’en the gloomy vale of death, 
A smile of glory wear, 
4 Oh, fill thou every heart, 
With love to all our race! 
Great Comforter, to us impart _ 
These blessings of thy grace. 


- 
eo Wee? 
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GARDEN. C.P. M. 


- ies grow and _ thrive, 
aa 


Re - fresh-ing showers of grace di-vine, From Je- sus flow to  ev- ery vine, 


Which makes the dead re - vive. 
Pea 


3 16 (848) | 3 The glorious time is rolling on, 
1 Tue Lord into his garden comes; | The gracious work is now begun, 
The spices yield a rich perfume ; My soul a witness is! 

The lilies grow and thrive ; “Oh, taste and see the pardon free, 
Refreshing showers of grace divine, For all mankind as well as me! 
From Jesus flow to every vine, Oh, come to Christ and live!” 

Which makes the dead revive. | 4 Amen, amen, my soul replies, 

2 Oh that this dry and barren ground _siI’m bound to meet you in the skies, 
In springs of water may abound, And claim my mansion there! 

A fruitful soil become ! | Now here’s my heart, and here’s my 
The desert blossoms as the rose, hand, 

When Jesus conquers all his foes, To meet you in that heavenly land, 


And makes his people one. Where we shall part no more. 
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Arr. by J. P. Horsroox. 


I. Sav-iour, vis - it 


a 


thy plan -ta - tion, 


Grant 


us, Lord, a 
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will come to 
re - vive 


“All 
p.s. Lord, 


de - so - la - tion, 
us, Lord, re-vive us; 


Un - less thou 
All 


te- turn a-gain. 
our help must come from thee. 


re - vive us, Lord, 


= 
re- vive us; 


All our help must come from thee; 


S27 
2 Keep no longer at a distance, 
Shine upon us from on high, 
Lest for want of thine assistance, 
Every plant should droop and die, 
Lord, revive us, ete. 


3 Let our mutual love be fervent, 
Make us prevalent in prayers ; 
Let each one esteemed thy servant, 
Shun the world’s bewitching snares. 
Lord, revive us, etc. 


4 Break the tempter’s fatal power 
Turn the stony heart to flesh ; 
And begin, from this good hour, 
To revive thy work afresh. 


Lord, revive us, etc. 
Newron. 


(839) 

1 Once, O Lord, thy garden flourished, 
Every part looked gay and green ; 

Then thy word our spirits nourished, 
Happy seasons we have seen ! 


2 But a drought has since succeeded, 
And a sad decline we see; 
Lord, thy help is greatly needed, 
Help can only come from thee. 
3 Some, in whom we once delighted, 
We shall meet no more below ; 
Some, alas! we fear are blighted,— 
Scarce a single leaf they show. 


4 Dearest Saviour, hasten hither, 
Thou canst make them bloom again ; 
Oh, permit them not to wither, 


Let not all our hopes be vain! 
NeEwrTon. 


THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. 
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HAPPINESS. 


WesTeRN MELopy, 


| Tongue can never express The sweet comfort and peace Of a soul in its ear - li-est love. 


eee get sse=tt 


gto 
2 That sweet comfort was mine 
When the favor divine 
I had found in the blood of the Lamb. 
When at first I believed, 
What true joy I received! 
What a heaven in Jesus’ sweet name! 


(851) 


3 Iwas a heaven below 
My Redeemer to know ; 
- And the angels could do nothing more 
Than to fall at his feet, 
And the story repeat, 
And the Lover of sinners adore. 
4 Jesus, all the day long, 
Was my joy and my song: 
“Oh, that all his salvation might see! 
He hath loved me,” I cried, 
“ He hath suffered and died 


To redeem such a rebel as me!” 
C. Westey. 


320 
1 O rfiou, in whose presence 
My soul takes delight, 


(852) 


| And in thee I will ever rejoice, 


On whom in affliction I call, 
My comfort by day, 
And my song in the night, 
| My hope, my salvation, my all. 


2 Where dost thou, dear Shepherd, 
Resort with thy sheep, 
To feed them in pastures of love; 
Say, why in the valley 
Of death should I weep, 
Or alone in this wilderness rove, 
3 Ye daughters of Zion, 
Declare, have you seen 
The star that on Israel shone? 
Say, if in your tents 
My Beloved has been, 


| And where with his flocks he is gone? 


4 Dear Shepherd! I hear, and 
Will follow thy call ; 


I know the sweet sound of thy voice ; 


Restore and defend me, 
For thou art my all: 


Swain. 
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138 THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. 


NETTLETON. 8s & 7s. Dr. NETTLETON. 


1, § Come, thou Fount of | ev-ery bless-ing! Tune my heart to sing thy grace ; 
* (Streams of mer-cy, mnev-er ceas-ing, Call for songs of loud-est praise; 


D.C. Praise the mount—I'm fix’d up- on it!—Mountof thy re-deeming love, 


2. Teach me some me - lo-dious son - net ‘Sung by flam - ing tongues a - Bove ; 
r -_ r ; 


I love Je - sus, Hal-le - lu -jah! I love Je - sus yessel do; 


do love Je - sus, he’s my Sav-iour; Je-sus smiles, and loves me too. 


oee (849) 
3 Here I'll raise mine Ebenezer ; 4 Jesus sought me when a stranger, 
Hither by thy help ’m come; _ _ Wandering from the fold of God ; 
And I hope, by thy good pleasure, He, to rescue me from danger, 


Safely to arrive at home. Interposed his precious blood. 


LOVE AND GRATITUDE. 


139 
5 Oh, to grace how great a debtor 6 Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it ; 
Daily I’m constrained to be! Prone to leave the God I love ; 
Let thy grace, Lord, like a fetter, Here’s my heart ; oh, take and seal it ! 
Bind my wandering heart to thee. Seal it from thy courts above. 
Rosinson, 
ATHENS. C. M. ; GIARDINI. 
First time. Second. 


| 


- I heard the voice of Je- sus say, “Come un-to me, and rest; 
* | Lay down, thou wea-ry one, lay down [Omtt.......cccecsccccccceees ] t Thy 


I found in him a rest-ing-place,And he has mademe glad. 


a 
322 : (870) 
2 I heard the voice of Jesus say, 3 I heard the voice of Jesus say, 
“ Behold, I freely give “T am this dark world’s Light ; 
’ The living water; thirsty one, Look unto me, thy morn shall rise, 
Stoop down, and drink, and live.” And all thy day be bright.” 
I came to Jesus, and I drank I looked to Jesus, and I found 
Of that life-giving stream ; In him my Star, my Sun ; 


My thirst was quenched, my soul re-| And in that Light of life I’ll walk 
And now I live in him. [vived, Till all my journey’s-done. Bonar. 


BGR DS LAIN Lalani 


1. A-wake, my soul, in 


qt iste ==> 2 
$ fopiet Sey 
i 


His 


joy-ful lays, And sing thy great Re-deemer’s praise; 


lov - ing-kind - ness, oh, how free! 


Lov - ing-kindness, lov - ing-kindness, His lov - ing-kind - ness, oh, how free! 


(850) 


323 He safely leads my soul along: 
1 Awake, my soul, ‘in joyful lays, His loving-kindness, oh, how strong! 
And sing thy great Redeemer’s praise; 


ch i ] 
He justly claims a song from me: 4 When trouble, ike :a:saiaee oUGs 


His loving-kindness, oh, how free! 


He saw me ruined in the fall, 

Yet loved me notwithstanding all ; 
He saved me from my lost estate: 
His loving-kindness, oh, how great ! 


Though numerous hosts of mighty foes, 
Though earth and hell my way oppose, 


Has gathered thick and thundered 
loud, 

He near my soul has always stood : 

His loving-kindness, oh, how good! 


Often I feel my sinful heart 
Prone from my Jesus to depart ; 
But though I have him oft forgot, 
His loving-kindness changes not. - 


LOVE, AN D?GRATITUDE. 


6 Soon shall I pass the gloomy vale; 
Soon all my mortal powers must 
fail : 
Oh, may my last expiring breath 
His loving-kindness sing in death! 


IY TE, GS! cc 4s, 


7 Then, let me mount and soar away 
To the bright world of endless day, 
And sing with rapture and surprise, 
His loving-kindness in the skies! 


MEDLEY. 


J. P. Hotsroox, 


14! 


oth - er names a- bove, 


os eee 


my Lord! 


Oh, thou art 


all 


EE 
ts = H 
i 


see, Noth - ing 


a - part from thee, 


a24- (890) 
2 Thou, blesséd Son of God, 
Hast bought me with thy blood, 
Jesus, my Lord! 
Oh! how great is thy love, 
All other loves above, 
Love that I daily prove, 
Jesus, my Lord! 


3 When unto thee I flee, 
Thou wilt my refuge be, 
* Jesus, my Lord! 


What need I now to fear? 

What earthly grief or care, 

Since thou art ever near? 
Jesus, my Lord! 


4 Soon thou wilt come again! 
I shall be happy then, 
Jesus, my Lord! 
Then thine own face I'll see, 
Then I shall like thee be, 
Then evermore with thee, 
Jesus, my Lord! 


THE CHRISTIANS Litwin 


J. IT. Grape. From “ Pitcrims’ Harp.” 
Tune— All to Christ I owe.” 


First time. Second. 
=e =. Se5 
oe | 
Thy works, not mine,O Christ! Speak glad -ness to this heart; t 
1.) They tell me all is done; [Omsit.+.....=..semosemeeeeeeem ] 5 They 
eee | 
1 a, cr : 


CHORUS. 


= —$— sg 


Je - sus paid it all; 


Sin had left a crim-son stain: He washed it white as snow. 


la) = q 
+ 1 
=p = H 


Ten thousand deaths like mine 
Would have been all too few. 


325 (853) 
2 Thy tears, not mine, O Christ, 
Have wept my guilt away ; 
And turned this night of mine 


Into a blesséd day. 


6 Thy righteousness alone 
Can clothe and beautify ; 
I wrap it round my soul, 
In this ’ll live and die. 


3 Thy wounds, not mine, O Christ, 
Can heal my bruiséd soul ; 
Thy stripes, ngt mine, contain 
The balm that makes me whole. 


4 Thy cross, not mine, O Christ, 
Has borne the awful load 
Of sins that none could bear 
But the incarnate God. 


5 Thy death, not mine, O Christ, 
Has paid the ransom due ; 


Bonar. Arr. 


326 (854) 
1 I BRING my sins to thee, 
The sins I cannot count, 
That all may cleanséd be 


In thy once-opened fount. 


2 My heart to thee I bring, 
The heart I cannot read, 
A faithless, wandering thing, 
An evil heart indeed. 


LOVE AND GRATITUDE. 143 


3 To thee J bring my care, 5 My joys to thee I bring, 
The care I cannot flee ; The joys thy love has given, 
Thou wilt not only share, That each may be a wing 
But take it all for me. To lift me nearer heaven. 


6 My life I bring to thee, 
I would not be my own; 
O Saviour! let me be 


Thine ever, thine alone ! 
Sunpay Mac. Altered. 


4 I bring my grief to thee, 
The grief I cannot tell: 
No words shall needed be, 
Thou knowest all so well. 


NETTLETON. 8s & 7s. Double. Dr. NETTLETON. 


222 


Hail,my ev - er-bless-ed Je - sus! On-ly thee I wish to sing; 
To my soul thy name is pre-cious, Thou my Proph-et, Priest, and ee. 


D.C. Love | much? I’ve much for- giv - en I’m a_ mir - a - cle of grace, 


ee | | 


—~ i. Ga 


Oh, what mer- cy flowsfrom heav-en! Oh, what joy and _ hap-pi - ness! 


327 (869) 


Once with Adam’s race in ruin, 3 Shout, ye bright angelic choir! 
Unconcerned in sin I lay ; Praise the Lamb enthroned above! 
‘Swift destruction still pursuing, While, astonished, I admire 
Till my Saviour passed that way ; God’s free grace and boundless love : 
Witness, all ye hosts of heaven, That blest moment I received him 
My Redeemer’s tenderness : Filled my soul with joy and peace: 
Love I much? I’ve much forgiven,— Love I much? I’ve much forgiven,— 
I’m a miracle of grace! I’m a miracle of grace! 


WINGROVE. 


144 -THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. 


JESUS IS MINE. 6s & 4s. 


1. Now I have found a Friend, Je-sus is mine; His love shall never end, Je-sus is mine. 


257 Bee es eS ES eee 


- Tho’ earthly joys decrease, Tho’ human friendships cease, Now I have lasting peace ; Jesus is mine. 


328 


2 Though I grow poor and old, 
Jesus Is mine ; 

He will my faith uphold,. 
Jesus is mine ; 

He shall my wants supply, 

His precious blood is nigh, 

Nought can my hope destroy, 
Jesus is mine! 

3 Farewell mortality ! 

‘yt. jesus is mine; 

Welcome eternity ! 
Jesus is mine. 

He my Redemption is, 

Wisdom and Righteousness, 

Life, Light, and Holiness, 
Jesus is mine. 


4 Father! thy name I bless, 
Jesus is mine ; 

Thine was the sovereign grace, 
Jesus is mine. 

Spirit of holiness, 

Sealing the Father’s grace, 

Thou mad’st my soul embrace, 
Jesus as mine. RYLz. 


(861) | 329 


1 Fane, fade, each earthly joy, 

Jesus is mine! 

Break, every tender tie ; 
Jesus is mine. 

Dark is the wilderness ; 

Earth has no resting-place ; 

Jesus alone can bless ; 
Jesus is mine. 


2 Tempt not my soul away; 

Jesus is mine ; 

Here would I ever stay ; 
Jesus is mine: 

Perishing things of clay 

Born but for one brief day, 

Pass from my heart away ; 
Jesus is mine. 


3. Farewell, ye dreams of night, 

Jesus is mine: 

Lost in this dawning bright, 
Jesus is mine: 

All that my soul has tried 

Left but a dismal void ; 

Jesus has satisfied ; 
Jesus is mine. Bonaé. 


“(862) 


LOVE AND GRATITUDE. 


VALENTIA. C.M. 


145 


Arranged by KINGSLEY. 


i -dol out 


That 


dares to 


(875) 


soo 
2 Is not thy name melodious still 
To mine attentive ear? 
Doth not each pulse with pleasure 
bound, 
My Saviour’s voice to hear ? 
3 Hast thou a lamb in all thy flock 
I would disdain to feed ? 
Hast thou a foe before whose face 
I fear thy cause to plead ? 
4 Thou know’st I love thee, dearest Lord, 
But oh, I long to soar 
Far from the sphere of mortal joys, 
And learn to love thee more. 


Dopprince, 
331 (873) 
1 Av that I was, my sin and guilt, 
My death was all my own,— 
‘All that I am, I owe to thee, 
My gracious God, alone. 
2 The evil of my former state 
Was mine, and only mine ; 
The good in which I now rejoice, 
Is thine, and only thine. 


3 Thy grace first made me feel my sin, 
It taught me to believe ; 
Then, in believing, peace I found, 
And now I live—I live! 


4 All that I am, e’en here on earth ; 
All that I hope to be 
When Jesus comes, and glory dawns, 


I owe it, Lord, to thee. Boat 
332 (874) 
1 O pearREst Lamb, take thou my 


heart ! 
Where can such sweetness be 
As I have tasted in thy love, 
As I have found in thee? 


2 If there’s a fervor in my soul, 
And fervor sure there is, 
Now it shall be at thy control, 
And but to serve thee rise, 


3 Now the gay world with treacherous art 
Shall tempt my heart in vain ; 
I have conveyed away that heart, 


Ne’er to return again. Aouarian: 


146 tHE CHRLS T LAN DL Eis 


I LOVE TO, TELL THE STORY ..|! ‘7si& GS aaeeeerieces 


a a ae a ae a ae 


i) 
| f. love to tell roe a - ry un - seen things a - bove, 


= SSS = = Sea 


Je - susand his glo - ry, Of Je -sus and his love. I love to tell the 


a! =: 


53 is S pees ey 


sto-ry, Be-cause I know it’s true; It sat - is-fies my longings, As 


| ¥ 
| nothing else would do. I love to tell the sto-ry, ’Twillbe mythemein 


| glo - ry, To tell the old, old sto-ry Of Je-sus and his love. 
| / r=) 


LOVE AND 


333 (863) 
2 I love to tell the story : 
Mere wonderful it seems 
Than all the golden fancies 
Of all our golden dreams. 
I love to tell the story: 
It did so much for me! 
And that is just the reason 
I tell it now to thee.—Cha. 


3 I love to tell the story : 
*Tis pleasant to repeat 
What seems, each time I tell it, 
More wonderfully sweet. 


OVIO. 8s & 7s. 


GRATITUDE. 147 


I love to tell the story: 
For some have never heard 
The message of salvation 
From God’s own holy word.—Cho. 


4 I love to tell the story: 
For those who know it best 
Seem hungering and thirsting 
To hear it like the rest. 
And when, in scenes of glory, 
I sing the New, New Song, 
Twill be—the Old, Old Story 
That I have loved so long !—Cho. 


I would love thee; for, with-out 


334 (868) 
2 I would love thee ; every blessing 
Flows to me from out thy throne: 
I would love thee ; he who loves thee 
Never feels himself alone. 


3 I would love thee ; look upon me, 
Ever guide me with thine eye ; 


thee, 


Life is but a bit - ter thing. 


I would love thee ; if not nourished 
By thy love, my soul would die. 


| 4 I would love thee ; I have vowed it, 
/ On thy love my heart is set ; 
While I love thee, I will never 

My Redeemer’s blood forget. 


THE* CHRISTIAN LIFE. 


THE .CROSS. “8s & 6s: J. H. Srocxron, 


i 


Gi 


SS] SS SSS 


Re - mind-ing me of  pre-cious blood That once was shed for me. 


ine 


CHORUS. Slow and soft. On: 


Og =a shel 


Oh, the blood! the pre-cious blood! That Je - sus shed for me; 


b 
Up - on thecross, in crim-son flood, Just now by faith I 
lon 


(Q Psp A Ky) a i P 


a1) (889) 
2 The cross! the cross! that heavy cross, 
My Saviour bore for me; 
_It bowed him to the earth with grief 
On sad Mount Calvary.— Chorus. 


3 The wounds! the wounds! those painful wounds ; 
Oh! they were made for me! 
His hands and feet, his holy head, 
All pierced and torn I see.—Chorus. 
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4 The death! the death! the awful death 
That Jesus died for me! 
I heard his groans, his prayer, “ Forgive,” 
His bleeding side I see.— Cho. 


5 The love! the love! the matchless love 
That bled upon the tree! 
It melts my heart, it wins my love, 
It brings me, Lord, to thee.—Cho. 
After 2d verse, S. D. PHELPs. 


BROWN. C. M. Wm. B. Brappury. 


1. When God_ revealed his gra-cious name, And changed my mournful state, 


My rap-tureseemeda pleas-ing dream, The grace ap-peared so_ great. 


336 (892) | 


2 The world beheld the glorious change, | 4 The Lord can clear the darkest skies, 


And did thy hand confess ; Can give us day for night ; 
My tongue broke out in unknown| Make drops of sacred sorrow rise 
strains, To rivers of delight. 


And sung surprisin ace. : : 
a“ elo} 5 Let those that sow in sadness wait 


Till the fair harvest come ; 


ay They shall confess their sheaves are 
And pwned thy power divine ; great 


“Great is the work,” Ms heart replied, And shout the blessings home. 
“ And be the glory thine.” Warts, 


3 “Great is the work,” my neighbors | 
cried, 


150 THE CHRIOSTLAN Lik ey 
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I: Je%- ee sk robe of right-eous- ness 


My beau-ty is, my glo - rious dress ; 


Jo) (881) 
2 When from the dust of death I rise, 
To claim my mansion in the skies, 
E’en then shall this be all my plea— 
“ Jesus hath lived and died for me.” 


3 This spotless robe the same appears, 
When ruined nature sinks in years ; 
No age can change its lovely hue ; 
Its glory is forever new. 


4 O let the dead now hear thy voice ; 
Now bid thy banished ones rejoice ; 
Their beauty this, their glorious dress, 
Jesus, the Lord, our righteousness. 


338 (879) 
1 CoMPLETE in thee! no work of mine 
May take, dear Lord, the place of thine; 
Thy blood has pardon bought for me, 
And I am now complete in thee. 


2 Complete in thee—no more shall sin 
Thy grace has conquered, reign within ; 
Thy voice will bid the tempter flee, 
And I shall stand complete in thee. 


3 Complete in thee—each want supplied, 
And no good thing to me denied ; 
Since thou my. portion, Lord, wilt be, 
I ask no more—complete in thee. 


4 Dear Saviour ! when, before thy bar 
All tribes and tongues assembled are, 
Among thy chosen may I be 
At thy right hand—complete in thee. 


jon (884) 


1 My precious Lord, for thy dear name 
I bear the cross, despise the shame ; 
Nor do I faint while thou art near ; 

I lean on thee ; how can I fear ? 


2 No other name but thine is given 
To cheer my soul, in earth or heaven ; 
No other wealth will I require ; 
No other friend can I desire. - 


3 Yea, into nothing would I fall 
For thee alone, my All in All; 
To feel thy love, my only joy, 
To tell thy love, my sole employ. 


' GRACES AND DUTIES. 


DCE STREET iM. 


(900) 
The want of sight she well supplies ; 
She makes the pearly gates appear ; 
Far into distant worlds she pries, 
And brings eternal glories near. 

3 Cheerful we tread the desert through, 
While faith inspires a heavenly ray, 
Though lions roar, and tempests blow, 
And rocks and dangers fill the way. 


Watts. 

545 (gor) 

1, Go, labor thou, while it is day ; 

The world’s dark night is hastening on : 
Speed, speed thy work,—cast sloth 
away ! ; 

It is not thus that souls are won. 

2 Men die in darkness at your side, 

Without a hope to cheer the tomb: 

Take up the torch and wave it wide— 

The torch that lights time’s thickest 
gloom. 

3 Toil os—faint not; keep watch and 
Bé wise the erring soul to win ; [pray! 
Go forth into the world’s highway ; 
Compel the wanderer to come in. 


4 Go, labor on ; your hands are weak ; 
Your knees are faint, your soul cast 
down ; 
But falter not ; the prize you seek 


Is near,—a kingdom and a crown! 
Bonar. 


342 

r So let our lips and lives express 
The holy gospel we profess ; 
So let our works and virtues shine, 
To prove the doctrine all divine. 


(903) 


2 Thus shall we best proclaim abroad 
The honors of our Saviour God, 
When his salvation reigns within, 
And grace subdues the power of sin. 


3 Our flesh and sense must be denied, 
Ambition, envy, lust, and pride ; 
While justice, temperance, truth, and 
Our inward piety approve. [love, 


4 Religion bears our spirits up, 
While we expect that blesséd hope, 
The bright appearance of the Lord, 


And faith stands leaning on his word. 
; Watts, 


ai) 


THE CHRISTIAN LIFE, 


1. My gracious Lord,I own thy right 
‘Gas 


2 


To ev-ery ser-vice I 


And call it my su-preme de light 


To hear thy dic-tates and o - bey, 


3 


Sp SS te ese ey 


43 (904) 
My gracious Lord I own thy right 

To every service I can pay ; 

And call it my supreme delight 


_ To hear thy dictates and obey, 


un 


What is my being but for thee, 

Its sure support, its noblest end,— 
Thine ever-smiling face to see, 

And serve the cause of sucha Friend! 


I would not breathe for worldly joy, 
Or to increase my worldly good ; 

Nor future days nor powers employ 
To spread a sounding name abroad, 


Tis to my Saviour I would live, 
To him who for my ransom died ; 
Nor could the bowers of Eden give 
Such bliss as blossoms at his side. 


His work my hoary age shall bless, 
When youthful vigor is no more ; 


344 


I 


2 


4 


And my last hour of life confess 
His dying love, his saving power. 
, DoppripcE, 
(905) 
WuEN Jesus dwelt in mortal clay, * 
What were his works from day to day, 
But miracles of power and grace, 
That spread salvation through our 
race? 


Teach us, O Lord, to keep in view 
Thy pattern, and thy steps pursue ; ’ 
Let alms bestowed, let kindness done, 
Be witnessed by each rolling sun. 


That man may last, but never lives, 

Who ‘much receives, but nothing gives ; 

Whom none can love, whom none can 
thank, 

Creation’s blot, creation’s blank ! 


But he who marks, from day to day, 
In generous acts his radiant way, 
Treads the same path his Saviour trod, 
The path to glory and to God. Gizons, 


GRACES AND DUTIES, 


ST. MARTIN’S. C. M. 
Ai ae 


153 


Wo. Tansur, 1735. 


to 


praise my God, 


A heart from sin set free; 


SES oe Eee 


= 


3 —Fa 


A heart that al_- ways feels thy blood, So free - ly_ shed for me! 
=>) a Bede 


(tt) 

A heart resigned, submissive, meek, 
My dear Redeemer’s throne ; 

Where only Christ is heard to speak, 
Where Jesus reigns alone! 


An humble, lowly, contrite heart, 
Believing, true, and clean ! 

Which neither life nor death can part 
From him that dwells within. 

A heart in every thought renewed 
And filled with love divine ; 

Perfect, and right, and pure, and:good ; | 
A copy, Lord, of thine. c. Wesrey. 


346 (909) | 
1 Scorn not the slightest word or deed, | 
Nor deem it void of power ; ) 


There’s fruit in each wind-wafted seed, | 
That waits its natal hour. 
2 Awhispered word may touch the heart, | 
And call it back to life ; 
A look of love bid sin depart, 
And ‘still unholy strife. | 
3 No acts falls fruitless ; none can tell 
How vast its power may be, 


Hess See 
r =! — | 
Nor what results infolded dwell 
Within it silently. 
4 Work on, despair not, bring thy mite, 
Nor eare how small it be ; 


God is with all that serve the right, 
The holy, true, and free. 


347 (913) 


|1 Biest is the man whose softening heart 


Feels all another’s pain ; 

To whom the supplicating eye 
Was never raised in vain :— 

2 Whose breast expands with generous 
warmth, 

A stranger’s woes to feel ; 

And bleeds in pity o’er the wound 
He wants the power to heal. 


3 He spreads his kind, supporting arms, 
To every child of grief ; 
His secret bounty largely flows, 
And brings unasked relief. 


4 To gentle offices of love 
His feet are never slow: 
He views, through mercy’s melting eye, 


A brother in a foe. Banat 


154 THE CHRISTIAN LIFE, 


ELIZABETHTOWN. 


Cc. M. 


Gerorce KINGSLEY. 


7. Oh) = for 22a Maithethat-4ewill 


i= E ES SaremEs= Sess = 


not shrink, Though pressed by ev-ery foe, 


eee 


That will not trem-ble on the 


Pn 


348 (917) | 349 (919) 


2 That will not murmur nor complain 
Beneath the chastening rod, 
But, in the hour of grief or pain, 
Will lean upon its God ;— 


1 CaLm me, my God, and keep me calm ; 


Let thine outstretched wing 
Be like the shade of Elim’s palm, 
Beside her desert spring. 


3 A faith that shines more bright and| 2 Yes, keep me calm, though loud and 


clear 
When tempests rage without ; 
That when in danger knows no fear, 
‘In darkness feels no doubt ;— 


rude 
The sounds my ear that greet,— 
Calm in the closet’s solitude, 
Calm in the bustling street ;— 


4 That bears, unmoved, the world’s dread | 3 Calm in the hour of buoyant health, 


frown, 
Nor heeds its scornful smile: 
That seas of trouble cannot drown, 
Nor Satan’s arts beguile ;— 


5 A faith that keeps the narrow way 
Till life’s last hour is fled, 
And with a pure and heavenly ray 
Lights up a dying bed. 


6 Lord, give us such a faith as this, 
And then, whate’er may come, 


We'll taste, e’en here, the hallowed bliss 


Of an eternal home. Batu Cox. 


Calm in the hour of pain, 
Calm in my poverty or wealth, 
Calm in my loss or gain ;— 


4 Calm in the suffering of wrong, 


Like him who bore my shame, 
Calm ’mid the threatening, taunting 
throng, 
Who hate thy holy name. 


5 Calm me, my God, and keep me calm, 


Soft resting on thy breast ; 
Soothe me with holy hymn and psalm, 
And bid my spirit rest. Bonar. 


GRACES AND DUTIES. 


BOMEST ON... C. MM. 


is bet-ter far 


1. Speak gently—it 


155 


Wooppury. 


To rule by love than fear; Speak gently— 


=s = co 


The good we may do here. 


Boe... 
2 Speak gently to the little child! 
Its love be sure to gain ; 
Teach it in accents soft and mild— 
It may not long remain. 


(920) 


3 Speak gently to the aged one, 
Grieve not the careworn heart ; 
The sands of life are nearly run, 
Let them in peace depart. 


4 Speak gently to the erring ones— 
They must have toiled in vain ; 
Perchance unkindness made them so ; 
Oh, win them back again! 


5 Speak gently—'tis a little thing, 
Dropped in the heart’s deep well ; 
The good, the joy, that it may bring, 
Eternity shall tell. 


351 (921) 
1 Who is thy neighbor? he whom thou 
Hast power to aid or bless ; 
Whose aching heart or burning brow 
Thy soothing hand may press. 


BATEs. 


2 Thy neighbor? ’tis the fainting poor, 
Whose eye with want is dint’; 
Oh enter thou his humble door, 
With aid and peace for him. 


3 Thy neighbor? pass no mourner by ; 
Perhaps thou canst redeem 
A breaking heart from misery ; 
Go, share thy lot with him. 


PEAsopy, 


3.24 (922) 
1 MAKE channels for the streams of love, 
Where they may broadly run ; 
And love has overflowing streams, 
To fill them every one. 


2 But if at any time we cease 


Such channels to provide, 
The very founts of love for us 
Will soon be parched and dried. 


3 For we must share, if we would keep 
That blessing from above ; i 
Ceasing to give, we cease to have ;— 


Such is the law of love. Peswvha, 
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1. A charge to ers Rave A.. God to. (glo =) riSiaity, A 


- nev - er - dy - ing soul to save, And fit it 
353 (926) Mark every signal of his hand; 
2 To serve the present age, And ready all appear. 
My. calling to fulfill ; 4 Oh, happy servant he, 
Oh, may it all my powers engage In such a'posture found ! 
To do my Master’s will. He shall his Lord with rapture see, 
And be with honor crowned. 


3 Arm me with jealous care, 


F : : 3 ; 
As in thy sight to live ; ODDRIDGE 
- And oh, thy servant, Lord, prepare 3 55 (929) 
A strict account to give. 1 WE give thee but thine own, 


4. Help me to watch and pray, Whate’er the gift may be: 
And on thyself rely, All that we have is thine alone, 


Assured, if I my trust betray, A trust, O Lord, from thee. 


I shall forever die. C. Wester. | 2 Oh! hearts are bruiced and dead, 
And homes are bare and cold, 
354 (927) And lambs, for whom the Shepherd 


ba Seagate) te-Lond, Are straying from the fold. _|bled, 


Each in his office wait , 
With joy obey his heavenly word 3 To comfort and to bless, 
And watch before his gate. To find a balm for. woe, 
2 Let all your lamps be bright, To tend the lone and fatherless 


And trim the golden flame ; Is now our work below. 


Gird up your loins, as in his sight, 4 The captive to release, 
For awful is his name. To God the lost to bring, 
3 Watch !—’tis your Lord’s command ; To teach the way of life and peace,— 


And while we speak, he’s near ; It is a Christ-like thing, 
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GREATOREX. 


the morn thy seed, 


doubt and fear give thou 


no_ heed, 


Broad-cast it over the land. 


356 
2 Beside all waters sow, 
The highway furrows stock, 


Drop it where thorns and thistles grow 


P Scatter it on the rock. 


3 Thou knowest not which may thrive, 
The late or early sown ; 
Grace keeps the precious germ alive, 
When and wherever strown. 


4 And duly shall appear, 
In verdure, beauty, strength, 
The tender blade, the stalk, the ear, 
And the full corn at length. 


5 Thou canst not toil in vain ; 
Cold, heat, and moist and dry, 
_ Shall foster and mature the grain 
For garners in the sky. 


6 Thence when the glorious end, 
The day of God shall come, 
The angel-reapers shall descend, 


And heaven cry, “ Harvest home !” 
‘ Montcomery, 


(923) |357 


Sey 


(924) 
rt Laporers of Christ, arise, 
And gird you for the toil ; 
The dew of promise from the skies 
Already cheers the soil. 


2 Go where the sick recline, 


Where mourning hearts deplore ; 
And where the sons of sorrow pine, 
Dispense your hallowed lore. 


3 Urge, with a tender zeal, 


The erring child along 
Where peaceful congregations kneel, 
And pious teachers throng. 


4 Be faith, which looks above, 


With prayer, your constant guest, 
And wrap the Saviour’s changless love 
A mantle round your breast. 


5 So shall you share the wealth, 
That earth may ne’er déspoil, 
And the blest gospel’s saving health 


Repay your arduous toil. 
Mas. SIGOURNEY. 
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THE CHRISTIAN LIFE; 


1. Al - wayswith us, 


al - ways with us— Words of cheer, and words of love; 


a 


Thus the ris - en 


SSS 


Sav - iour whis-pers, 


From his dwell-ing-place a - bove. 


Se ee en 


358 
2 With us when we toil in sadness, 
Sowing much and reaping none: 
Telling us that in the future 
Golden harvests shall be won. 


(930) 


3 With us when the storm is sweeping 
_ O’er our pathway dark and drear ; 
Waking hope within our bosoms, 
Stilling every anxious fear. 


4 With us in the lonely valley, 
When we cross the chilling stream, 
Lighting up the steps to glory 
With salvation’s radiant beam. 


359 


(931) 
1 BLEssED angels, high in heaven 
O’er the penitent rejoice : 
Hast thou for thy brother striven 
With an importuning voice? 


2 Think how words in season spoken, 
In the sinful heart sink deep, 
And the first link may have broken 


Of the chains that round him creep. 


3 Think of that day when each brother 
To his brother shall be known: 
If thy prayers have saved another, 
God will then thy service own. 


4 Then, when ends this life’s short fever, 
They, who many turn to God, 
Like the stars shall shine forever, 
In th’ eternal brother-hood ! 


360 (932) 
1 He that goeth forth with weeping, 
Bearing precious seed in love, 
Never tiring, never sleeping, 
Findeth mercy from above. 


2 Soft descend the dews of heaven, 
Bright the rays celestial shine ; 
Precious fruits will thus be given, 

Through an influence all divine. 


3 Sow thy seed, be never weary, 
Let no fears thy soul annoy ; 
Be the prospect ne’er so dreary, 


Thou shalt reap the fruits of joy. 
Hastincs, 
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WORK SONG. 7s & 6s. L. Mason. 


1. Work, for thenight is com - ing, Work thro’ the morn-ing hours; 


Work, while the dew is spark - ling, Work ’mid spring-ing flowers; 


Work, for thenight is com - ing, When man’s work is done. 


361 (933) 


2 Work for the night is coming, 3 Work, for the night is coming, 
Work thro’ the sunny noon ; Under the sunset skies ; 
Fill brightest hours with labor, While their bright tints are glowing, 
Rest comes sure and soon. Work, for daylight flies. 
‘Give every flying minute, Work till the last beam fadeth, 
Something to keep in store: Fadeth to shine no more ; 
Work, for the night is coming, Work while the night is dark’ning, 


Wher man works no more. When man’s work is o’er, 
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LB. Woopsury, 


1. Weep for the 


lost! Thy Sav - iour wept 


a7e SSeS 


O’er 


Sa-lem’s hap - less doom ; 


He wept, to think their day 


was past, 


fo SS eS SS 


And come their night of gloom. 


362 (1253) 


1 Weep for the lost! Thy Saviour wept 
O’er Salem’s hapless doom ; 
He wept, to think their day was past, 
And come their night of gloom. 


2 Weep for the lost! Apostles wept 
That men should error choose ; 
That dying men should Christ reject, 
And endless life refuse. 


3 Weep for the lost! The lost will weep, 
In that long night of woe, 
On which no star of hope will rise, 
And tears in vain will flow. 


4 Weep for the lost! 
weep, 
And toil, with ceaseless care, 
To save our friends, ere yet they pass 
That point of deep despair. Clee 


363 (916) 
1 Gop’s glory is a wondrous thing, 
Most strange in all its ways, 


Lord, make us 


2 a ee ee ee 


And, of all things on earth, least like 
What men agree to praise. 


2 Oh, blessed is he to whom ‘is given 
The instinct that can tell 
That God is on the field, when he 
Is most invisible! 


3 Workman of God! oh lose not heart, 
But learn what God is like ; 
And in the darkest battle-field 
Thou shalt know where to strike. 


4 Oh, learn to scorn the praise of men! 
Oh, learn to lose with God! 
For Jesus won the world through 
shame, 
And beckons thee his road. 


Faber. 


364 (934) 
1 I worsuip thee, sweet Will of God ! 
And all thy ways adore ; 
And every day I live, I seem 
To love thee more and more. 
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2 I love to kiss each print where thou God’s will is sweetest to him when 
Hast set thine unseen feet ; It triumphs at his cost. 
I cannot fear thee, blessed will, 5 Ill, that God blesses, is our good, 
Thine empire is so sweet. And unblest good is ill ; 
3 I have no cares, O blessed will, And all is right that seems most wrong, 
For all my cares are thine ; If it be his dear will ! 
I live in triumph, Lord, for thou 6 When obstacles and trials seem 
Hast made thy triumphs mine. Like prison-walls to be, 
4 He always wins who sides with God, I do the little I can do, 
To him no chance is lost ; And leave the rest to thee. Fazer. 
SeiLiD ROCK. L. M.. 6Jines, Wm. B. Brapsury. 


) 
My hope is built on nothing less Than Je-sus’ blood and righteousness ; 
te I dare not trust the sweetest frame, But whol-ly lean on Je-sus’ name. { On Christ, the sol - id 


ie Se ere eae _« 8: 


rock, I stand; All oth-er groundis  sink-ing sand, All oth-er groundis sink-ing sand. 


365 (P. 572.) 
2 When darkness seems to vail his face, 
I rest on his unchanging grace ; 

In every high and stormy gale, 
My anchor holds within the vail : 
On Christ, the solid rock, I stand ; 
All other ground is sinking sand. 


3 His oath, his covenant, and blood, 
Support me in the whelming flood : 
When all around my soul gives way, 
He then is all my hope and stay: 
On Christ, the solid rock, I stand ; 
All other ground is sinking sand. 
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MISSIONARY. CHANT: L. M, 


ZEUNER. 


1. Awake, our souls! a - way, our fears! 


Let ev-ery trembling thought be gone ; 


Awake, and run 


the heavenly raee, 


And put a cheerful cour-age on! 


366 (952) 
2 True, ’tis.a strait and thorny road, 
And mortal spirits tire and faint ; 
But they forget the mighty God, 
Who feeds the strength of every saint. 


3 The mighty God, whose matchless 
power 
Is ever new and ever young, 
And firm endures, while endless years 
Their everlasting circles run. 


4 From thee, the overflowing spring, 
Our souls shall drink a fresh supply : 
While such as trust their native 

strength 
Shall melt away, and droop, and die. 


Swift as an eagle cuts the air, 

We'll mount aloft to thine abode ; 
On wings of love our souls shall fly, 
Nor tire amid the heavenly road ! 


367 (953) 


1 AWAKE, my soul! lift up thine eyes ; 
See, where thy foes against thee rise, 


on 


In long array, a numerous host ; 
Awake, my soul! or thou art lost. 


See where rebellious passions rage, 

And fierce desires and lusts engage ; 

The meanest foe of all the train 

Has thousands and ten thousands 
slain. 


Thou treadest on enchanted ground ; 
Perils and snares beset thee round ; 
Beware of all, guard every part— _ 
But most the traitor in thy heart. 


The terror and the charm repel, 

The powers of earth, and powers of 
hell ; 

The Man of Calv’ry triumphed here : 

Why should his faithful followers fear? 


Come then, my soul! now learn to 
wield 

The weight of thine immortal shield ; 

Put on the armor, from above, 


Of heavenly truth, and heavenly love. 
BARBAULD. 
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ROTHWELL. L. M. 


| ~ 
1. Stand up, my soul, shake off thy fears, 


nd gird the gospel armor on ; March to the gates of 
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Arr. dy L. Mason, 
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we 


— oe 
endless joy, Where Jesus, thy great Captain’s gone, Where Jesus, thy great Captain’s gone, 
prs 


(948) 

2 Hell and thy sins resist thy course ; 
But hell and sin are vanquished foes ; 
Thy Saviour nailed them to the cross, 
And sung the triumph when he rose. 


3 Then let my soul march boldly on,— 
Press forward to the heavenly gate ; 
There peace and joy eternal reign, 
And glittering robes for conquerors 

wait. 


4 There shall I wear a starry crown, 
And triumph in almighty grace, 
- While all the armies of the skies 
Join in my glorious Leader’s praise. 


Warts. 
369 (949) 
1 Ler me but hear my Saviour say, 
“ Strength shall be equal to thy day ;” 
Then I rejoice in deep distress, 
Upheld by all-sufficient grace. 


2 I can do all things—or can bear 
All suffeting, if my Lord be there ; 
Sweet pleasures mingle with the pains, 
While he my sinking head sustains. 


3 I glory in infirmity, 
That Christ’s own power may rest on 
me ; 
When I am weak, then am I strong ; 
Grace is my shield, and Christ my 
song. 


Warts. 


37° (950) 

1 Jesus, while this rough desert soil 

I tread, be thou my guide and stay: 

Nerve me for conflict and for toil ; 

Uphold me on my stranger-way ! 

Jesus, in heaviness and fear, 

’Mid cloud, and shade, and gloom I 

stray, 

For earth’s last night is drawing near ; 

Oh, cheer me on my stranger-way ! 

3 Jesus, in solitude and grief, 
When sun and stars withhold their ray, 
Make haste, make haste to my relief! 
Oh, light me on my stranger-way ! 

4 Jesus, in weakness of this flesh, 
When Satan grasps me for his prey, 
Oh, give me victory afresh, 


And speed me on my Stranger-way ! 
Bonar. 
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Then would my hours glide sweet a = way, 
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While lean-ing on _ his word. 


Sys 
2 Lord, I desire with thee to live 
Anew from day to day, 
In joys the world can never give, 
Nor ever take away. 


(939) 


3 Blest Jesus, come, and rule my heart, 
- And make me wholly thine, 
That I may never more depart, 
Nor grieve thy love divine. 
4 Thus, till my last, expiring breath, 
Thy goodness F’ll adore ; 
And when my frame dissolves in death, 
My soul shall love thee more. 


B. CLEAVLAND. 
377 (940) 


1 Lone have I sat beneath the sound 
Of thy salvation, Lord ; 
But still how weak my faith is found, 
And knowledge of thy word ! 


2 How cold and feeble is my love, 
How negligent my fear, 


oe. | eral te ee ] 4 4 
oe oe aS eS 


How low my hope of joys above, 
How few affections there ! 


3 Great God, thy sovereign power impart 
To give thy word success ; 
Write thy salvation in my heart, 


And make me learn thy grace. 
Watts. 


373 (941) 


1 Tue bird let loose in eastern skies 
When hastening fondly home, 
Ne’er stoops to earth her wing, nor flies 
Where idle warblers roam. 


2 So grant me, Lord, from every snare, 
And stain of passion free, 
Aloft through faith’s serener air 
To hold my course to thee. — 


3 Nosin to cloud, no lure to stay 
My soul, as home she springs ; 
Thy sunshine on her joyful way, 
Thy freedom in her wings. Moore, 


~~ 
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From HANDEL. 


And an 


mands thy zeal, 


3/4 


2 Acloud of witnesses around 
Hold thee in full survey ; 
Forget the steps already trod, 
And onward urge thy way. 


(955) 


3 ’Tis God’s all-animating voice, 
That calls thee from high ; 
Tis his own hand presents the prize 
To thine aspiring eye. 


4 Blest Saviour, introduced by thee, 
Have I my race begun ; 
And, crowned with victory, at thy feet 
I’ll lay my honors down. 
Doppripce. 


a (935) 
1 Lorp, shall we part with gold for dross, 
With solid good for show ? 
Outlive our bliss, and mourn our loss 
In everlasting woe? 


2 Let us not lose the living God, 
For ofe short dream of joy ; 
With fond embrace cling to a clod, 
And fling all heaven away. 


im - mor-tal 


crown, And an im-mor-tal crown. 


3 Vain world, thy weak attempts forbear, 
We all thy charms defy ; 
And rate our precious souls too dear, 
For all thy wealth to buy. 


376 (957) 


1 My drowsy powers, why sleep ye so? 
Awake, my sluggish soul! 
Nothing has half thy work to do, 
Yet nothing’s half so dull. 


2 The little ants, for one poor grain, 
Labor, and tug, and strive ; 
Yet we, who have a heaven t’ obtain, 
How negligent we live! 


3 We, for whose sake all nature stands, 

And stars their courses move; + 

We, for whose guard the angel bands 
‘Come flying from above ;— 


4 We, for whom God the Son came down, 
And labored for our good, 
How careless to secure that crown 
He purchased with his blood ! 


Watts. 
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And hosts of sin are press - ing 


hard To draw thee from the skies. 


O47 
2 Oh, watch, and fight, and pray ; 
The battle ne’er give o’er ; 
Renew it boldly every day, 
And help divine implore. 


(958) 


3 Ne’er think the victory won, 
Nor lay thine armor down ; 
Thy arduous work will not be done 
Till thou obtain thy crown. 
4 Fight on, my soul, till death 
Shall bring thee to thy God ; 
He'll take thee, at thy parting breath, 
To his divine abode. 


378 
1 My soul, it is thy God 
Who calls thee. by his grace ; 
Now loose thee from each cumbering 
And bend thee to the race. _[load, 


HEATH. 


(959) 


2 Make thy salvation sure ; 
All sloth and slumber shun ; 
Nor dare a moment rest secure, 
Till thou the goal hast won, 


3 Thy crown of life hold fast ; 
Thy heart with courage stay ; 
Nor let one trembling glance be cast 
Along the backward way. 


SHAS. 


1 THE people of the Lord 
Are on their way to heaven ; 
There they obtain their great reward ; 
The prize will there be given. 


(960) 


2 ’Tis conflict here below ; 
’Tis triumph: there, and peace: 
On earth we wrestle with the foe ; 
In heaven our conflicts cease. 


3 There rest shall follow toil, 
And ease succeed to care: 
The victors there divide the spoil ; 
They sing and triumph there. 


4 Then let us joyful sing ; 
The conflict is not long : 
We hope in heaven to praise our ong : 
In one eternal song. 
ee Bo 
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Arr. by L. Mason. 


380 (1014) | But love shall keep us near thy side, 


'2 Though in a foreign land, 
We are not far from home, 
And nearer to our house above 
We every moment come. 
3. When we in darkness walk, 
Nor feel the heavenly flame, 
Then is the time to trust our God, 
And rest upon his name. 
4 Blest is the man, O God, 
That stays himself on thee ! 
Who waits for thy salvation, Lord, 
Shall thy salvation see. —Toprapv. 


381 (810) 


rt Dear Saviour! we are thine, 
By everlasting bands ; 


Our hearts, our souls, we would resign 


Entirely to thy hands. 
2 To thee we still would cleave 
With ever-growing zeal ; 
If millions tempt us Christ to leave, 
Oh, let them ne’er prevail ! 
3 Death may our souls divide 
. From these abodes of clay ; 


* 


bs 


Through all the gloomy way. 


4 Since Christ and we are one, 
Why should we doubt or fear ? 
If he in heaven has fixed his throne, 


He’ll fix his members there. 
Doppripce. 


382 (1016) 
My soul, with joy attend, 

While Jesus silence breaks ; 
No angel’s harp such music yields, 

As what my Shepherd speaks. 


- 


2 “I know my sheep,” he cries ; 
“My soul approves them well: 
Vain is the world’s delusive guise, 
And vain the rage of hell. 
3 “I freely feed them now 
With tokens of my love ; 
But richer pastures I prepare, 
And sweeter streams, above. 
4 “Unnumbered years of bliss 
I to my people give ; 
And while my throne unshaken stands 
Shall all my chosen live.” 
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CLARENDON. C.™M. L Tocxze. 


the road That leads me 


383 — (942) 


2 Where is the blessedness I knew I hate the sins that made thee mourn, 

When first I saw the Lord? And drove thee from my breast. 
Where is the soul-refreshing view 5 The dearest idol I have known, 

Of Jesus and his word? Whate’er that idol be, 

3 What peaceful hours I once enjoyed! Help me to tear it from thy throne, 
How sweet their memory still! And worship only thee. 

~ But they have left an aching void 6 So shall my walk be close with God, 
The world can never fill. Calm and serene my frame ; 

4-Return, O holy Dove, return So purer light shall mark the road 
Sweet messenger of rest ; ‘ That leads me to the Lamb. Cowrer, 

INGLESIDE. =Car WirsENTHAL. 
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first I saw the Lord? Whereis thesoul-re-freshing view Of Je - susand his word? 


Ke © eyes that are wea-ry, and hearts that aresore! Look off un-to Je-sus,nowsor-row no more! 
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| Thelight of his countenance shin-eth so bright, ig here as in heayv-enthereneed beno night. 
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384 (P. 594.) 
2 While looking to Jesus, my heart cannot fear ; 
I tremble no more when I see Jesus near ; 
I know that his presence my safeguard will be, 
For, “ Why are ye troubled?” he saith unto me. 


3 Still looking to Jesus, oh may I be found, 
When Jordan’s dark waters encompass me round: 
They bear me away in his presence to be 
I see him still nearer whom always I see. 


4 Then, then shall I know the full beauty and grace 
Of Jesus, my Lord, when I stand face to face ; 
Shall know how his love went before me each day, 
And wonder that ever my eyes turned away. 
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1.Stand up, stand up for Je - sus, Ye  sol-diers of the cross! 
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‘Lift high his roy - al ban - ner, It must not ‘suf - fer loss: 
D.S.Till ev - ery foe is  van-quished, And Christ is Lord in - deed. 


From vic- try un -to vic - try His ar -my shall he lead, 


asec ce 


385 (965) 
1 STAND up, stand up for Jesus, 3 Stand up, stand up for Jesus! 
Ye soldiers of the cross ! Stand in his strength alone ; 
Lift high his royal banner, The arm of flesh will fail you, 
It must not suffer loss ;" Ye dare not trust your own: 
From victory unto victory, Put on the gospel armor, 
His army shall he lead, And, watching unto prayer, 
Till every foe is vanquished, Where duty calls, or danger, 
And Christ is Lord indeed. Be never wanting there. 
2 Stand up, stand up for Jesus! 4 Stand up, stand up for Jesus ! 
The trumpet call obey ; The strife will not be long ; 
Forth to the mighty conflict, This day the noise of battle, 
In this his glorious day : The next the victor’s song: 
“Ye that are men, now serve him ” To him that overcometh, 
Against unnumbered foes ; A crown of life shall be ; 
Your courage rise with danger, He with the King of Glory 
And strength to-strength oppose. Shall reign eternally. Durriatp. 
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386 


1 I NEED thee, Precious Jesus, 

For I am very poor ; 

A stranger and a pilgrim, 
I have no earthly store ; 

I need the love of Jesus 
To cheer me on my way, 

To guide my doubting footsteps, 
To be my strength and stay. 


2 I need thee, Precious Jesus, 
I need a friend like thee, 
A friend to soothe and pity, 
A friend to care for me: 
I need-the Heart of Jesus 
To feel each anxious care, 
To tell my every trial, 
And all my sorrows share. 


3 I need thee, Precious Jesus, 
And hope to see thee soon 
Encircled with the rainbow, 
And seated on thy throne ; 
There, with thy blood-bought children, 
My joy shall ever be, 
To sing thy praises, Jesus, 
To gaze, my Lord, on thee. 


F. WuHiITFIELp. 
387 


(855) 
1 I Lay my sins on Jesus, 
The spotless Lamb of God ; 
He bears them all, and frees us 
' From the accursed load : 
I bring my guilt to Jesus, 
To wash my crimson stains, 
_ White in‘his blood most precious, 
Till not a stain remains. 


(966) | ? I lay my wants on Jesus ; 


All fullness dwells in him ; 
He healeth my diseases, 

He doth my soul redeem : 
I lay my griefs on Jesus, 

My burdens and my cares ; 
He from them all releases, 

He all my sorrow shares. 


I rest my soul on Jesus, 
This weary soul of mine ; 
His right hand me embraces, 
I on his breast recline: 
I love the name of Jesus, 
Immanuel, Christ, the Lord ; 
Like fragrance on the breezes, 
His name abroad is poured. 


I long to be like Jesus, 
Meek, loving, lowly, mild ; 
I long to be like Jesus, 
The Father’s holy Child : 
I long to be with Jesus 
Amid the heavenly throng, 
To sing with saints his praises, 
And learn the angels’ song 


DOXOLOGY. 


FATHER, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
One God, whom we adore, 
Join we with the heavenly host 
To praise thee evermore : 


Live, by heaven and earth adored, 
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Bonar. 


Three in One, and One in Three, 


Holy, holy, holy, Lord, 
All glory be thee! 
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1. Near-er, my God, tothee, Near-er to thee! E’en though it be a cross 


p. s. Near - er, my God, to thee, 
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That rais-eth me, Still all my-song shall be, Near - er, my God, to thee, 
Near-er to. thee! 
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388 (946) 4 Then with my waking thoughts 
1 NEARER, my God, to thee, Bright with thy praise, 
Néarettoaheod Out of my stony griefs 
E’en though it be a cross Bethel I'll raise ; 
_. That raiseth me, So by my woes to be 
Still all my song shall be, Nearer, my God, to thee, 


Nearer, my God, to thee, Nearer to thee! 


Nearer to thee! 5 Or if on joyful wing, 


2 Though like the wanderer, Cleaving the sky, 
The sun gone down, Sun, moon, and stars forgot, 
Darkness be over me, Upward I fly, 
My rest a stone ; Still all my song shall be, 
Yet in my dreams I’d be Nearer, my God, to thee, 
Nearer, my God, to thee, Nearer to thee. — Sara F. Apaws. 
! 
Nearer to cal ! 2 89 (947) 
3 There let the way appear 1 SAVIOUR! thy gentle voice 
' Steps unto heaven ; Gladly we hear ; 
All that thou sendest me, Author of all our joys, 
In mercy given ;— Ever be near ; 
Angels to beckon me Our souls would cling to thee, 
Nearer, my God, to thee, Let us thy fulness see, 
Nearer to thee! Our life to cheer. 


CONFLICT 


2 Fountain of life divine! 
Thee we adore ; 
We would be wholly thine 
Forevermote ; 
Freely forgive our sin, 
Grant heavenly peace within, 
Thy light restore. 


8s. 


WP 1g A ON Sie 


AUN DEST LUMP He 


Double. 
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3 Though to our faith unseen, 
While darkness reigns, 
On thee alone we lean 
While life remains ; 
By thy free grace restored, 
Our souls shall bless the Lord 


In joyful strains ! HAsTINGs. 


De FLeury. 
Fine. 


How 


p.c. But when I 


- 
. te-dious and tasteless the hours 
* ) Sweet prospects, sweet birds, and sweet flow’rs Have lost all their sweetness to 


=Sen 


When Je-sus no long-er I see! } 

me: J 
in him, De - cem-ber’s as pleasant as May. 
Ph as : ; : 


The 


~~ 


fields strive in vain to look gay, 


39° (938) 
2 His name yields the richest perfume, 
And sweeter than music his voice ; 
His presence disperses my gloom, 
And makes all within me rejoice: 
I should, were he always so nigh, 
Have nothing to wish or to fear ; 
’ No mortal so happy as I ; 
My summer would last all the year. 


3 Content with beholding his face, 
My all to his pleasure resigned, 
No changes of season or place 
Would make any change in my mind : 


While blest with a sense of his love, 
A palace a toy would appear ; 

And prisons would palaces prove, 
If Jesus would dwell with me there. 


4 Dear Lord, if indeed I am thine, 
If thou art my sun and my song, 
Say, why do I languish and pine? 
And why are my winters so long? 
Oh, drive these dark clouds from my 
sky ; 
Thy soul-cheering presence restore ; 
Or take me to thee up on high, 
Where winter and clouds are no 
_ more. Newron. 


174 TH PeGoR iS DA New erie 


PEE YE LS eet YOUNG Ss . PLevEL. 
| i | : 
of So 
Z i 1 ae —# = — 
G4 as 
1, Chil - ren the heavenly King, ye jour-ney, sweet-ly sing 


nee es ea i pS ae 
(See = Sr erases See 


Sing your Sav - iour’s wor-thy praise, Glo-rious in his works and ways. 
Tae s 
= = = (ane ers PE I 
2 ee ee eer eee 
eye i | >, eal 
s 


I : 
39 (967) 4 Fear not, brethren ; joyful stand 
2 Ye are traveling home to God On the borders of your land ; 


In the way the fathers trod ; Jesus Christ, your Father’s Son, 
They are happy now, and ye Bids you undismayed go on. 
Soon their happiness shall see. 
3 Shout, ye little flock, and blest ! 
You. on Jesus’ throne shall rest ; 


5 Lord, submissive make us go, 
Gladly leaving all below ; 
Only thou our Leader be, 


Aneto. your seac Js mow Diebaeas And we still will follow thee. 
There your kingdom and reward. CeEnnick. 
WWW ONT EL OW SI Coe GSH Arr. by Wa. B. Brapsury. 


| [ 
Chil- dren of the heavenly King, As ye jour-ney, sweet-ly sing ; 
Sing your Say-iour’s wor - thy praise, Glo-rious in his works and ways, 


p.c. Oh, how hap-py we _ shall be, When we've gained the vic - to - ry. 


Vic - to - ry, vic - to - ry, When we've gained the vic - to - ry; 


CONELICTOANDOLTRIUMPH:. 


392 (975) 


1 CuristT, of all my hopes the ground, 
Christ the spring of all my joy, 
Still in thee let me be found, 
Still for thee my powers employ. 


N 


Fountain of o’erflowing grace! 
Freely from thy fullness give ; 
Till I close my earthly race, 
Be it “Christ for me to live !” 


3 Firmly trusting in thy blood, 
Nothing shall my heart confound ; 
Safely I shall pass the flood, 
Safely reach Immanuel’s ground. 


4 When I touch the blesséd shore, 
Back the closing waves shall roll! 
Death’s dark stream shall nevermore 
Part from thee my ravished soul. 


5 Thus—oh, thus an entrance give 
To the land of cloudless sky ; 

Having known it “ Christ to live,” 
Let me know it “gain to die.” 


393 


1 SLEEP not, soldier of the cross! 
Foes are lurking all around ; 
Look not here to find repose : 
This is but thy battle-ground. 


(971) 


2 Up! and take thy shield and sword ; 
Up! it is the call of heaven: 
Shrink not faithless from thy Lord: 

Nobly strive as he hath striven. 


3 Break through all the force of ill ; 
Treat the might of passion down,— 
Struggling onward, onward still, 
To the conq’ring Saviour’s crown! 
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4 Through the midst of toil and pain, 
Let this thought ne’er leave thy 
breast: 
Every triumph thou dost gain 
Makes more sweet thy coming rest. 


Shas (969) 


1 Mucu in sorrow, oft in woe, 
Onward, Christians, onward go ; 
Fight the fight ; and worn with strife, 
Steep with tears the bread of life. 


2 Onward, Christians, onward go ; 
Join the war, and face the foe ; 
Faint not: much doth yet remain ; 
Dreary is the long campaign. 

3 But, when loud the trumpet blown, 
Speaks their forces overthrown, 
Christ, your Captain, shall bestow 


Crowns to grace the conqueror’s brow. 
H. K. Wurre. 


u23 (97°) 

1 Fant not, Christian! though the road, 
Leading to thy blest abode, 
Darksome be, and dangerous too, 
Christthy Guide will bring thee through. 


N 


Faint not, Christian! though in rage 
Satan would thy soul engage, 

Gird on faith’s anointed shield,— 
Bear it to the battle-field. 


3 Faint not, Christian ! though the world, 
Has its hostile flag unfurled ; 
Hold the cross of Jesus fast, 
Thou shalt overcome at last. 


4 Faint not, Christian! though within 
There’s a heart so prone to sin ; 
Christ, the Lord, is over all ; 

He'll not suffer thee to fall. 
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NAOMI. C. M. 


THE CHRISTIAN LIE: 


ae 


1. Fa-ther!whate’er of 


ie a 


earth-ly bliss 


Thy 


ei tafas 3 


ae 


‘Ac - cept-ed at 


thy one of grace, 


Let this es - 5 - tion rise :— 


eas = 


ra — 
= o 
— 


396 (997) 
2 “Give me a calm, a thankful heart, 
From every murmur free ! 
The blessings of thy grace impart, 
And make me live to thee. 


3 “Let the sweet hope that thou art mine 
’ My life and death attend ; 
Thy presencethrough my journey shine, 
-And crown my journey’s end.” 
STEELE, 
397 (998) 
t “ REMEMBER me,” my Saviour God, 
Whilst here on earth I stay ; 


_ Give strength to bear affliction’s rod, 
And faith to watch and pray. 


2 “ Remember me,” when fortune smiles, 
And scenes are bright and fair, 
Lest I should fall, through Satan’s wiles, 
Beneath his baneful snare. 


3 “Remember me ;” thy voice I'll greet 
In all thy dealings here ; 
Oh, let thy Spirit guide my feet, 
And I shall never fear. 


4 “ Remember me ; 


ra ee 


” stand near my side, 
Where’er my lot may be; 

And when by Jordan’s swelling tide, 
O Lord, “remember me.” 


398 (999) 


t WHEN musing sorrow weeps the past, 
And mourns the present pain, 
Tis sweet to think of peace at last, 
And feel that death is gain. 


2 ’Tis not that murmuring thoughts arise, 
And dread a Father’s will ; 
’Tis not that meek submission flies, 
And would not suffer still. 


3 It is that heaven-born faith surveys 
The path that leads to light, 
And longs her eagle plumes to raise, 
And lose herself in sight. 


4 Oh, let me wing my hallowed flight 
From earth-born woe and care, 
And soar above these clouds of night, 


My Saviour’s bliss to share. 
B, W. Nos. 


 « 


AFFLICTIONS AND 


MORTHEIE LD. <-C. iM. 


ENCOURAGEMENT S. 177 


INGALLS, 
Yea, 


! 
Spirit too, Yea, Christ, his word and Spi- rit 
Yea, i rist, his word Leia too, 


too, And glo - ry all di-vine. 
— 


399 (1007) 
-2 If he is mine, then from his love, 
He every trouble sends ; 
All things are working for my good, 
And bliss his rod attends. 


3 If he is mine, I need not fear 
The rage of earth and hell ; 
He will support my feeble frame, 
Their utmost force repel. 
4 Oh, tell me, Lord, that thou art mine ! 
What can I wish beside? 
My soul shall at the fountain live, 


When all the streams are dried. 
Beppome, Altered. 


400 (1008) 
1 YE trembling souls, dismiss your fears ; 
_ Be mercy ‘all your theme ; 
Mercy, which like a river flows 
In one continued stream. 
2 Fear not the powers of earth and hell: 
God will these powers restrain ; 
His mighty arm their rage repel, 
And make their efforts vain. 


eee eee 


3 Fear not that he will e’er forsake, 
Or leave his work undone : 


He’s faithful to his promises, 
And faithful to his Son. 


4 Fear not the terrors of the grave, 
Or death’s tremendous sting: 
He will from endless wrath preserve, 


To endless glory bring. _Beppome. 


401 
1 Sina, ye redeeméd of the Lord, 
Your great Deliverer sing: 
Pilgrims for Zion’s city bound, 
Be joyful in your King. 


(1009) 


2 A hand divine shall lead you on 
Through all the blissful road ; 
Till to the sacred mount you rise, 
And see your gracious God. 


3 There garlands of immortal joy 
Shall bloom on every head ; 
While sorrow, sighing, and distress, 
ae shadows all are fled. 


DoppripcE. 


178 THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. 


OLIVET. 6s & 4s. 


| 


1. My faith looks up to thee, Thou Lamb of Cal- ay 


Sav-iour di-vine ! Now hear me 


while I pray, Take all my guilt a-way, 


Oh, let me from thisday Be whol-ly thine. 


== 


402 (1017) | 403 


2 May thy rich grace impart 
Strength to my fainting heart ; 
My zeal inspire ; 
As thou hast died for me, 
Oh, may my love to thee 
Pure, warm, and changeless be, 
A living fire. 


3 While life’s dark maze I tread, 
And griefs around me spread, 
Be thou my guide ; 
Bid darkness turn to day, 
Wipe sorrow’s tears away, 
Nor let me ever stray 
From thee aside. 


4 When ends life’s transient dream, 
When death’s cold, sullen stream 
Shall o’er me roll, 
Blest Saviour ! then, in love, 
Fear and distrust remove ; 
Oh, bear me safe above, 


A ransomed soul! Ray Patmer. 


(1018) 
1 Saviour, I look to thee, 

Be not thou far from me, 

’Mid storms that lower : 

On me thy care bestow, 

Thy loving-kindness show, 

Thine arms around me throw, 
This trying hour. 


2 Saviour, I look to thee, 
Feeble as infancy, 

Gird up my heart : 
Author of life and light, 
Thou hast an arm of might, 
Thine is the sovereign right, 

Thy strength impart. 


3 Saviour, I look to thee, 


Let me thy fulness see, 
Save me from fear ; 
While at thy cross I kneel, 
All my backslidings heal, 
And a free pardon seal, 


My soul to cheer. Hasta? 


. 
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LYONS. 10s & its. Haypn. 


1. Be-gone, un-be-lief! my Sav-iour is near, 


hrist in the vessel, I smile at the storm. 
aoe — 


404. (1031) 
2 Though dark be my way, since he is my Guide, 

‘’Tis mine to obey, ’tis his to provide ; 

Though cisterns be broken, and creatures all fail, 

The word he has spoken shall surely prevail. 


3 Determined to save, he watched o’er my path, 
When, Satan’s blind slave, I sported with death ; 
And can he have taught me to trust in his name, 
And thus far have brought me to put me to shame? 


4 Since all that I meet shall work for my good, 
The bitter is sweet, the medicine, food ; 
Though painful at present, ’twill cease before long, 
And then, oh how pleasant the conqueror’s song ! pee 


Mey (1036) 
1 THOUGH troubles assail, and dangers affright, 
- Though friends should all fail, and foes all unite, 
Yet one thing secures us, whatever betide, 
The Scripture assures us the Lord will provide. 


2 No strength of our own, no goodness we claim, 
Yet since we have known the Redeemer’s great name, 
“4n this our strong tower for safety we hide,— 
The Lord is our power, the Lord will provide. 
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SAVIOUR, LIKES A SHEPHERD: 


THE (CA RIS TLAN “Lita, 


Wo. _B. Brapsury. 


1, Sav-iour, like a shepherd lead 


ou Ss" 39 SSS S55 


us, Much we need thy tend’rest care; 
as 


= 


In_ thy ao pastures Hee 


Ge = % Serer 


us, 


SS | 


For our use thy folds pre- pare. 


Se 


[-s—s-Fs 


Z=| 


Sa 


Blessed Je - sus, 


Blessed Je - sus, 


Thou hast bought us, thine we are 


ee eet So 


—$ 


=e 
- 


plgsees - - sus, 


Blessed Je - sus, 


Thou hast bought us, thine we are, 


= s- = 


=== ee 


406 (1028) 
2 We are thine, do thou befriend us, 
Be the Guardian of our way ; 
Keep thy flock, from sin defend us, 
Seek us when we go astray. 
Blessed Jesus, 
Hear, oh hear us, when we pray. 


3 Thou hast promised to receive us,. 
Poor and sinful though we be ; 
Thou hast mercy to relieve us, 


Grace to cleanse, and power to free. 
Blessed Jesus, 
We will early turn to thee. 


4 Early let us seek thy favor, 
Early let us do thy will ; 
Blessed Lord and only Saviour, 
With thy love our bosoms fill. 
Blessed Jesus, 
Thou hast loved us, love us still. 


AFFLICTIONS AND ENCOURAGEMENTS. ISI 
AUTUMN. 8s & 7s. Double. 


SPANISH AIR, 


x. Guide me, thou great Je-ho. vah, Pil-grimthrough this bar-ren land: 


I am weak, but thou art might - y, Hold me with thy powerful hand; 
pD.s. Bread of heav - en, Bread of heav - en, Feed me till 1 want no more. 


Feed me till 


407 (1029) 
2 Open thou the crystal fountain 
Whence the healing waters flow ; 
Let the fiery, cloudy pillar 
Lead me all my journey through ; 
Strong Deliverer, 
Be thou still my strength and shield. 


3 When I tread the verge of Jordan, 
Bid the swelling stream divide ; 
Death of death, and hell’s Destruction, 
Land me safe on Canaan’s side ; 
Songs of praises 
I will ever give to thee. = Wa. Wiuiams. 
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THis GE RTS TLAN i Vie 


PORTUGUESE, HYMN. 11s. J. Reapina. 


os eee =a es == 
es) Soe A ee s 


1. How firm a foun-da-tion, ye saints of the Lord, Is laid for your faith in his 


l ra 
ex - SiS aon: What more can he say than to me he hath said— To you who for 
— =< ; 


a ==. 


werneGRAt 


ref-uge to Je-sushave fled? To you who for ref-uge to Je-sus have fled? 


e eee een e areas 


408 (1033), 


2 “Fear not, I am with thee, oh, be not dismayed, 


“ 


For I am thy God, I will still give thee aid: 

I'll strengthen thee, help thee, and cause thee to stand, 
Upheld by my righteous, omnipotent hand. 

“When through the deep waters I call thee to go, 

The rivers of sorrow shall not overflow ; 

For I will be with thee thy trials to bless, 

And sanctify to thee thy deepest distress. 

“When through fiery trials thy pathway shall lie, 

My grace, all-sufficient, shall be thy supply, 

The flame shall not hurt thee ; I only, design 

Thy dross to consume, and thy gold to refine. 

“E’en down to old age all my people shall prove 

My sovereign, eternal, unchangeable love ; 
And then, when gray hairs shall their temples adorn, 
Like lambs they shall still in my bosom be borne. 
“The soul that on Jesus hath leaned for repose, 

I will not—I will not desert to his foes ; 

That soul—though all hell should endeavor to shake, 
I'll never—no never—no never forsake !” Weguliniie: 


—- = 


HEAVEN ANTICIPATED. 


SHALIG WE GATHER AT THE RIVER. 
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Rev. R. Lowry. 


CHORUS. 
L747 aa ae a s cial == 

Yes, we'll gath-er at the riv- er, The beau-ti-ful, the beau-ti-ful riv - er— 
<9 ou = ' = =f : =o = 1 
a wl = Se || — = = — EE —j H 

a a 

Ph E a v7 ' R i SR | 
i = = oe 

Gath-er with the saints at the riv - er That flows by the throneof God. 

= “ 5b : = a : 
‘2 es, \. EN a eee wee | z = ' 
SSS SSS SS SS SSS = 
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1 SHALL we gather at the river, 
Where bright angel-feet have trod ; 
With its crystal tide forever 
Flowing by the throne of God? 
2 On the margin of the river, 
_ Washing up its silver spray, 
We will walk and worship ever, 
All the happy golden day. 
3 On the bosom of the river, 
Wheré the Saviour-king we own, 
We shall meet, and sorrow never 
*Neath the glory of the throne. 


(1045) }4 Ere we reach the shining river, 


Lay we every burden down ; 
Grace our spirits will deliver, 
And provide a robe and crown. 


|5 At the smiling of the river, 

Rippling with the Saviour’s face, 
Saints, whom death will never sever, 
Lift their songs of saving grace. 
'6 Soon we'll reach the shining river, 

Soon our pilgrimage shall cease, 
Soon our happy hearts will quiver, 

With the melody of Peace. 


184 THEY CHRISTIAN “LIBES 


SAFE, WITHIN: “PHE. VAIL. 


ei PSS SS =—so= = 


1. “Land a - head!” Its fruits are wav - ing O’er the hills of . fade-less 
ai, 


fe ee eee ee eS Se 


green; And the liv - ‘ing wa-ters lav - ing » Shores where 
a 


= 


ss AT pet 


heav’n - ly forms are seen. Rocks and storms Ill fear no 


ea 


————— 
more, When on _- that e - ter - nal_ shore. Drop the 
<i aan ae 


an - chor! furl the sail ! I am safe with-in the vail! 
'—™! a 


er $f 88 


LS (1056) 


2 Onward, bark! the cape I’m rounding, 
See, the blessed wave their hands; 
Hear the harps of God resounding 
From the bright immortal bands.—Chorus. 
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3 There, let go the anchor, riding 
On this calm and silv’ry bay ; 
Seaward fast the tide is gliding, 
Shores in sunlight stretch, away.— Chorus. 
4 Now we're safe from all temptation, 
All the storms of life are past ; 
Praise the Rock of our Salvation, 
We are safe at home at last !—Chorus. 


CANAAN. Peculiar. H. E. Matuews. Arr, 


411 (1058) 
2 Here we meet to part again, 
But there we shall with Jesus reign, 
There ’ll be, ete. ; 


3 Here we meet to part no again, 
But when we join the heavenly train, 
There ’ll be, etc. © 
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AMSTERDAM. 7s & 6s. Nargs, 


SSS ees 


Thy bet - ter 


soul, and stretch thy wings, 


A iiss my por-tion trace; } 


Rise from tran - si - to - ry things Towards heaven, thy na - tive place: { 
a — 
qe See : 


Sun, and moon, and stars de - cay; Time shall soon this earth re - move; 


a - bove, 


eta Se 


412 
2 Rivers to the ocean run, 
Nor stay in all-their course ; 
Fire, ascending, seeks the sun; 
Both speed them to their source:: 


Rise, my soul, and haste seats pre- pared 


a - way To 
i) 
= 


(1037) 


Pilgrims fix not here their home ; 
Strangers tarry but a night; 
When the last dear morn is come, 

They'll rise to joyful light. 


So a soul that’s born of God, 
Pants to view his glorious face, 
Upward tends to his abode, 
To rest in his embrace. 


3 Fly me, riches, fly me, cares, 
Whilst I that coast explore ; 
Flattering world, with all thy snares, 
Solicit me no more! 


4 Cease, ye pilgrims, cease to mourn, 
Press onward to the prize ; 
Soon our Saviour will return 
Triumphant in the skies: — 
Yet a season, and you know 
Happy entrance will be given, 
All our sorrows left below, 


And earth exchanged for heaven. 
SEAGRAVE, 
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SHINING SHORE. 8s & 7s. Double. G. F. Roor. 


Saat 
ae 

— a | 

1 


1. My days are glid-ing  swift-ly by, 


Those hours of toil and dan - ger. 
We ma al - most dis-cov - er. 


RE 
— ek 
— lice 


ae: (1043) 
2 We'll gird our loins, my brethren dear, 
Our heavenly home discerning ; 
Our absent Lord has left us word, 
Let every lamp be burning. 
Cho.—For oh, we stand, etc. 


3 Should coming days be cold and dark, 
We need not cease our singing ; 
That perfect rest nought can molest, 
Where golden harps are ringing. 

Cho.—For oh, we stand, ete. 


4 Let sorrow’s rudest tempest blow, 
Each cord on earth to sever; 
Our King says, come, and there’s our home, 
Forever, oh, forever! 
Cho.—For oh, we stand, etc. D:- Nevada 


' And sing their hymns in melting 


4 
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MIGDOL.. L. M; 


THE. CHRISTIAN LIFE, 


55] SS 8 alee 


1. O hap-py saints, who dwell in light, 
r : a 


L. Mason. 
fa * 
Zs —— 
And walk with Je - sus, clothed in white ; 
ue ae eae ae > 
= = ——#@ el 
m= | SS 


aT 
Safe landed on that peaceful shore, Where pil-grims meet to part mo more. 


Pa oe 


(1063) 


Released from sin, and toil, and grief, 

Death was their gate to endless life; 

An opened cage, to let them fly 

And build their happy nest on high. 

And now they range the heavenly 
plains, [strains ; 


And now their souls begin to prove 
- The heights and depths of Jesus’ love. 


Ah! Lord! with tardy steps I creep, 
And sometimes sing, and sometimes 
weep ; 
Yet strip me of this house of clay, 
And I will sing as loud as they. 
Joun BERRIDGE. 
15 (1062) 
Ou, for a sight, a pleasing sight 
Of our Almighty Father’s throne! 
There sits our Saviour, crowned with 
light, 
Clothed in a body lik# our own. 
Adoring saints around him stand; 
And thrones and powers before him fall : | 
The God shines gracious thro’ the Man, 
And sheds sweet glories on them all. 


| 


3 When shall the day, dear Lord? appear, 
That I shall mount, to dwell above ; 
And stand, and bow, among them there, 


And view thy face, and sing, and love ! 
Watts. 


41 6 (1065) 
1 THERE is a land mine eye hath seen, 
In visions of enraptured thought, 
So bright, that all which spreads be- 
tween 
Is with its radiant glories fraught. 


A land, upon whose blissful shore 

There rests no shadow, falls no stain ; 

There those who meet shall part no 
more, 

And those long parted meet again. 


Its skies are not like earthly skies, 
With varying hues of shade and light ; 
It hath no need of suns to rise 

To dissipate the gloom of night. 


3 


There sweeps no desolating wind 
Across that calm, serene abode ; 
The wanderer there a home may find 
Within the paradise of God. 


4 


G. Rosins, ; 
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VALENTIA. 
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Arranged by KincsLey. 


I faint to 


t 1. Fa - ther! I long, 
= = 


Up thy seat, my God! 


417 (1071) 
2 Here I behold thy distant face, 
And ’tis a pleasing sight ; 
But, to abide in thine embrace 
Is infinite delight. 
3 There all the heavenly hosts are seen ; 
In shining ranks they move ; 
And drink immortal vigor in, 
With wonder and with love. 
4 The more thy glories strike my eyes, 
The humbler I shall lie ; 
Thus while I sink, my joys shall rise 
Immeasurably high. Warts. 


418 (1072) 
1 TuereE is a world of perfect bliss 
Above the starry skies ; 
Oppressed with sorrows and with sins, 
I thither lift my eyes. 


2 "Tis there the weary are at rest, 
And all is peace within ; 
The mind,with guilt no more oppressed, 
Is trahquil and serene. 
3 Discord and strife are banished thence, 
_ Distrust and slavish fear ; 


et eh 


Sc ee 


No more we hear the pensive sigh, 
Or see the falling tear. 


4 Farewell to earth and earthly things : 
In vain they tempt my stay : 
Come, angels, spread your joyful wings, 
And bear my soul away. 
BEDDOME. 


419 (1073) 
1 Jesus, to thy dear wounds we flee, 
We seek thy bleeding side, 
Assured that all who trust in thee 
Shall evermore abide. 


iS} 


Then let the thundering trumpet sound, 
The latest lightning glare ; 

The mountains melt ; the solid ground 
Dissolve as liquid air ; 


3 Sublime upon his azure throne, 
He speaks—the Almighty Word ; 
His fiat is obeyed! ’tis done ; 
And Paradise restored ! 


4 So be it! let this system end, 
This ruined earth and skies ; 
The New Jerusalem descend, 


The New Creation rise! 
f C. WEsLEy. 
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AZMON. C. M. 


TALE, CHRIS TAIN: 


LIF BE; 


bid fare-well to 


ev -ery fear, 


And wipe my weep - ing 


eit tpg eee 


4.20 (1069) 
2 Should earth against my soul engage, 
And fiery darts be hurled, 
Then I can smile at Satan’s rage, 
And face a frowning world. 


3 Let cares, like a wild deluge, come, 
And storms of sorrow fall ! 
May I but safely reach my home, 
My God, my heaven, my all. 


4 There shall I bathe my weary soul 
In seas of heavenly rest, 
And not a wave of trouble roll 
Across my peaceful breast. 


421 (1070) 
1 Lo! what a glorious sight appears 
To our believing cyes ! 
The earth and seas are passed away, 
And the old rolling skies. 


2 From the third heaven, where God re- 
sides, 
That holy, happy place, 


Warts. 


The new Jerusalem comes down, 
Adorned with shining grace. 


3 Attending angels shout for joy, 
And the bright armies sing— 
“ Mortals, behold the sacred seat 
Of your descending King. 


4 “The God of glory down to men 
Removes his blest abode ! ' 
Men, the dear objects of his grace, 
And he the loving God. 


5 “His own kind hand shall wipe the 
tears 
From every weeping eye ; 
And pains, and groans, and griefs, and 
fears, 
And death itself, shall die.” 


6 How long, dear Saviour, oh, how long 
Shall this bright hour delay ? 
Fly swifter round, ye wheels of time, 
And bring the welcome day, 


Warts. 


HEAV,EN ANTICIPATED. 


ae (1079) 


1 Our country is Immanuel’s ground— 
We seek that promised soil ; 
The songs of Zion cheer our hearts, 
While strangers here we toil. 


2 Oft do our eyes with joy o’erflow, 
And oft are bathed in tears ; 
Yet naught but heaven our hopes can | 
raise, 
And naught but sin our fears. 


3 The flowers that spring along the road | 
We scarcely stoop to pluck ; 
We walk o’er beds of shining ore,- 


Nor waste one wishful look. 


4 We tread the path our Master trod ; 
We bear the cross he bore ; 
And every thorn that wounds our feet 


His temples pierced before. 
BARBAULD. 


423 (1081) 
1 Ou, for the pearly gates of heaven! 
Oh, for the golden floor ! 
Oh, for the Sun of Righteousness, 
That setteth nevermore ! 


2 The highest hopes we cherish here, 
How soon they tire and faint ! 
How many a spot defiles the robe 
That wraps an earthly saint ! 


3 Oh, for a heart that never sins ! 
Oh, for a soul washed white ! 
Oh, for,a voice to praise our King, 
Nor weary day nor night! 
* 4 Oh, by thy-love and anguish, Lord, 
And by thy life laid down, 


> 


— 


IgI 


Grant that we fail not of thy grace, 
Nor fail to reach our crown ! 


C. F. ALEXANDER. 
4.24 


(1090) 
1 JERUSALEM, my happy home, 
Name ever dear to me! 
When shall my labors have an end 
In joy and peace, in thee ? 


N 


When shall these eyes thy heaven-built 
walls 
And pearly gates behold ? 
Thy bulwarks with salvation strong, 
And streets of shining gold? 


Oh when, thou city of my God, 
Shall I thy courts ascend, 

Where congregations ne’er break up, 
And Sabbaths have no end? 


There happier bowers than Eden’s 
blooms, 
Nor sin nor sorrow know: 
Blest seats! through rude and stormy 
scenes, 
I onward press to you. 


Why should I shrink at pain and woe, 
Or feel at death dismay? 

I’ve Canaan’s goodly land in view, 
And realms of endless day. 


mn 


Apostles, martyrs, prophets, there 
Around my Saviour stand ; 

And soon my friends in Christ below 
Will join the glorious band. 


7 Jerusalem, my happy home! 
My soul still pants for thee ; 
Then shall my labors have an end, 


When I thy joys shall see. 
Latin Hymn of Eighth Century. 
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There is a land of pure de-light, Where saintsim-mor- tal reign; 
z i In - fin- ite day ex-cludesthe night, And pleasures ban - ish pain. 
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2. There ev - er-last- ing spring a-bides, And nev- er-withering flowers; 
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Death, like a nar- vr sea, di-vides This heavenly land from _ ours. 
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There is a land of pure de- light, Where saints im-mor-tal reign; 
I. ] In- fin- ite day ~ex-cludes the night, [Omit...........cs00ssueuenene ]§ And 
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| Lad, 
425 (1066) | 3 Bright, like a sun, the Saviour sits, 


3 Sweet fields beyond the swelling flood 
Stand dressed in living green ; 
So to the Jews old Canaan stood, 
While Jordan rolled between. 
4 But timorous mortals start and shrink 
To cross this narrow sea, 
And linger, shivering on the brink, 
And fear to launch away. 
Oh, could we make our doubts remove, 
Those gloomy doubts that rise, 
And see the Canaan that we love 
With unbeclouded eyes !— 


6 Could we but climb where Moses | 


stood, 
And view the landscape o’er, 


al 


Not Jordan’s stream nor death’s cold | 


flood 
Should fright us from the shore. 
Watts. 
4.26 (1074) 


1 ArIsE, my soul, fly up, and run 
Through every heavenly street ; 
And say there’s naught below the sun 
That's worthy of thy feet. 
2 There, on a high, majestic throne, 
_ Th’ Atmighty Father reigns, 
And sheds his glorious goodness down 
On all the blissful plains. 
| “ome 


; 


And spreads eternal noon; 
No evenings there, nor gloomy nights, 
To want the feeble moon. 


4 Jesus, and when shall that dear day, 
That joyful hour appear, 
When I shall leave this house of clay, 


To dwell among them there? 
Watts, 


tog (1078) 
1 Far from these narrow scenes of night 
Unbhounded glories rise, 
And realms of infinite delight, 
Unknown to mortal eyes. 


2 Fair distant land: could mortal eyes 
But half its joys explore, 
How would our spirits long to rise, 
And dwell on earth no more! 


3 There pain and sickness never come, 
And grief no more complains: 
Health triumphs in immortal bloom, 
And endless pleasure reigns. 


4 Oh may the heavenly prospect fire 
Our hearts with ardent love, 
Till wings of faith and strong desire 
Bear every thought above ! 


STEELE. 
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I. There is a hap-py land, Far, far a-way, Wheresaintsin glo-ry stand, 
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Bright, bright as day. Oh, how they sweet-ly sing, Worth-y is our 
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Sav-iour King, Loud let his prais-es ring, Praise, praise for 
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428 (1057) 
2 Come to that happy land, 
Come, come away ; 
Why will ye doubting stand, 
Why still delay? 
Oh, we shall happy be, 
When from sin and sorrow free! 
Lord, we shall live with thee, 
Blest, blest for aye. 


3 Bright, in that happy land, 

Beams every eye ; 

Kept by a Father’s hand, 
Love cannot die. 

Oh, then, to glory run; 

Be a crown and kingdom won ; 

And bright, above the sun, 
We reign for aye. 


HEAVEN ANTICIPATED. 


a stran - ger here; Heaven is 


des - ert drear; Heaven is my home! Dan - ger and_ sor - row stand 


Round me on ev- ery hand, Heavenis my fa -therland, Heavenis my home! 


429 (1046) 
2 What though the tempest rage! 
Heaven is my home! 
Short is my pilgrimage ; 
Heaven is my home! 
Time’s cold and wintry blast, 
Soon will be overpast ; 
I shall reach home at last ; 
Heaven is my home! 


3 There, at my Saviour’s side, 
Heaven is my home! 
I shall be glorified ; 
Heaven is my home! 
There are the good and blest, 
“, Those I love most and best, 
And there I, too, shall rest ; 
Heaven is my home! TR Tivion, 
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ANGELS’ WELCOME. Rey, R. Lowny. 


With mu-sic, sweet mu-sic, to welcome me home; In the bright gates of crystal the 


= 
: Y 
shin-ing ones will stand, And sing me a welcome to theirown na-tive land! 
inj 
fa} 


430 (1040) 


2 It is not for thee to be seeking thy bliss, 
And building thy hopes in a region like this ; 
I look for a city which hands have not piled ; 
I pant for a. country by sin undefiled. 


HEAVEN. AN TICTPATED, 197 


3 The thorn and the thistle around me may grow, 
I would not recline upon roses below ; 
I ask not my portion, I seek not my rest, 
Till I find them forever on Jesus’ breast. 


4 Afflictions may press me, they cannot destroy— 
One glimpse of his love turns them all into joy ; 
And the bitterest tears, if he smile but on them, 
Like dew in the sunshine, grow diamond and gem. 


m a pil-- grim, and I’m a 6 stran- ger; I can tar-ry, I can 
m a pil - grim, &c. 


tar-ry but a night! {§ Do not de-tain me, for I am_ go - ing } 


(| Towherethe fount-ains are ev-er flow- ing; { 


431 (1044) 
2 There the glory is ever shining! 
Oh, my longing heart, my longing heart is there ! 
Here in this country so dark and dreary, 
I long have wandered forlorn and weary : 
Im a pilgrim, etc. . 


3 There's the city to which I journey ; 
My Redeemer, my Redeemer is its light! 
4 There is no sorrow, nor any sighing, 
Nor any tears there, nor any dying ! 
I’m a pilgrim, ete. 


198 THEY CARTS TEAN® Dees 


(’Mid scenes of con- fu - sion and crea-ture com-plaints, 
* {How sweet to my soul is com~-mu - nion with....... s 


—~ First time. Second, 
S =. = 
se , ; Lo Fae 
find at the ban-quet of mer - cy there’s room, . 
feel in the, pres-ence of © Je = Sus at.s.....: home Home! home! 


aS (1052) 
2 Sweet bonds that unite all the children of peace! 

And thrice precious Jesus, whose love cannot cease! 

Though oft from thy presence in sadness I roam, 

I long to behold thee in glory, at home. 


3 I sigh from this body of sin to be free, 
Which hinders my joy and communion with thee ; 
Though now my temptation like billows may foam, 
All, all will be peace, when I’m with thee at home. 


4 While here in the valley of conflict I stay, 
Oh give me submission, and strength as my day ; 
In all my afflictions to thee would I come, 
Rejoicing in hope of my glorious home. 


HEAVEN AN ELO PP ATED, 199 


5 Whate’er thou deniest, oh give me thy grace, 
The Spirit’s sure witness, and smiles of thy face ; 
Endue me with patience to wait at thy throne, 
And find, even now, a sweet foretaste of home. 


6 I long, dearest Lord, in thy beauties to shine ; 
No more as an exile in sorrow to pine ; 
And in thy dear image arise from the tomb, : 
With glorified millions to praise thee at home. _ Dennam. 


Mor SORROW THERE: S. E. W. Dunsar. 


a 


1 
- love to sing of heaven, Where  white-robed an - gels are; 
Cuo. There’ll be .no_ sor- row there, There'll be no sor- row there! 


Where many ‘a friend is gath-ered safe From fear, and toil, and care, 
In heaven a - Rene whereall is love, There'll be no _ sor - row there. 


es 


433 (1650) 


2 I Jove to think of heaven, 4 I love to think of heaven, 
Where my Redeemer reigns ; | The greetings there we'll meet : 
Where rapturous songs of triumph rise,, The harps—the songs for ever 
In eridless, joyous strains. ours— 
There'll be no sorrow there, etc. The walks—the golden streets. 


1 There’ll be no sorrow there, etc. 
3 1 love to think of heaven, , 


The saints’ eternal home ; 5 I love to think of heaven, 
Where palms, and robes, and crowns That promised land so fair ; 
ne’er fade, Oh, how my raptured spirit longs 
And all our joys are one. To be forever there! 
There’!l be no sorrow there, etc. There’ll be no sorrow there, etc. 


ie ae 
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BEAUTIFUL CITY. T. J. Coox. 


- 3 
Beau-ti - ful gates of pearl-y white, Beau-ti - ful tem - ple,—God its light! 
3 : “Sg. 


erases 


He who was - slain on Cal - - va-= ry, Op - ens those 


434 2 Beautiful heaven, where all is light, (1086). 
Beautiful angels, clothed in white ; ; 
Beautiful strains that never tire, 
Beautiful harps through all the choir. 
There shall I join the chorus sweet, ‘Noa 
Worshiping at the Saviour’s feet. pad . = 


HEAWENSAN LICLrP ATED: 201 


3 Beautiful crowns on every brow, 4 Beautiful throne for Christ our King, 
Beautiful palms the conquerors show ; Beautiful songs the angels sing ; 
Beautiful robes the ransomed wear, Beautiful rest—all wandering cease— 
Beautiful all who enter there : Beautiful home of perfect peace: 
Thither I press with eager feet, There shall my eyes the Saviour see, 


There shall my rest be long and sweet.| Haste to his heavenly home with me. 


TABERNACLE. 6s & As. J. M. Evans. 


CHORUS. 
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| Prepared for I’m near-er my home, nearer my home, nearer my home to- 


“SBR pei ~ 
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435 (1051) | 
2 Oh may I faithful prove, Oh keep me near thy side, 
And keep the crown in view, Be thou my friend. 
And through the storms of life 


My-way pursue 4 Be thou my shield and sun, 
‘ 4 


My Saviour and my guard, 
| And when my work is done, 
My great reward, 


3 Jesus, be thou my guide, 
And all my steps attend, 
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WE’RE NEARER HOME. Wm. B. Brapgury. 


1. We know not what’s be - fore us— What tri-als are to come; But 
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each day pass-ing o’er us’ Brings us still near-er home. We're near-er, near-er 


SS eee 


Aon Our bless-ed, hap-py home, Where grief and sin can neyv-er come, We're 
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near-er, near-er home. Near-er home, Near-er home, Near-er to my 


hap- py home, Near-er home, Near-er home,. Our bless-ed, hap- py home. 


£38 (1055) 
2 Though dark our path and lonely, 
And clouds our sky o’ercast, 
-Let us remember only, 
That it will soon be past. 
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3 Whate’er of gloom or anguish 
This weary world may bring, 
In doubt we will not languish, 
But cheerfully we’ll sing :—Czorus, 


WOODLAND. C. M. N. D. Goutp. 
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sg (1083) 
2 There is a home for weary souls, 
By sin and sorrow driven,— 
When tossed on life’s tempestuous shoals, 
Where storms arise, and ocean rolls, 
And all is drear—but heaven. 


3 There faith lifts up her cheerful eye 
To brighter prospects given ; 
And views the tempest passing by, 
The evening shadows quickly fly, 
And all serene—in heaven. 


4 There fragrant flowers immortal bloom, 
And joys supreme are given ; 
4 There rays divine disperse the gloom ; 
; Beyond the confines of the tomb 
Appears the dawn of heaven ! W. B. Tappan. 
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REST FOR? DHE WEARY: 


THE CHRISTIAN Lib Bb, 
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1. In the Christian’s home in 


W. McDonatn. Arr. 
3 oe 
a) 
glo - ry, There re-mains a land of rest, 


SSS ee 


ful - fill 


To my soul’s re - quest. 


ee ed ee 


nas. COC 


rest for 
oth-er side 


the wea - ry, 


There is 
On _ the of Jor - dan, 


There is 
In 


rest for the 
the sweet fields of 


| _ Thére my Saviour’s gone be -fore me, 


There 


438 
2 He is fitting up my mansion, 
Which eternally shall stand, 
For my stay shall not be transient 
In thac holy, happy land. 
There is rest for the weary, etc. 


(1059) 


3 Pain or sickness ne’er shall enter, 
Grief nor woe my lot shall share ; 
But in that celestial centre, 
I a crown of life shall wear. 
There is rest for the weary, etc. 


There is rest for the wea - ry, is‘. “rest 7 for sayou, 
Where the tree of . life is bloom-ing, There is rest for you. 
: 2 ——] ’ 
gps = SS ee 


4 Death itself shall then be vanquished, 
And his sting shall be withdrawn ; 
Shout for gladness, oh, ye ransomed, 
Hail with joy the rising morn! 
There is rest for the weary, etc. 


5 Sing, oh, sing, ye heirs of glory! 
Shout your triumph as you go: 
Zion’s gate will open for you, 
You shall find an entrance through. 
There is rest for the weary, etc. 


a 
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| 1. Why do we mourn de - part-ing friends, Or shake at death’s a- larms? 


—_ 


p< _ 
‘Tis but the voice that Je-sus sends, To call them to his arms. 


439 (1115) | 2 They die in Jesus, and are blest ; 
2 Why should we tremble to convey, How calm their slumbers are ! 
Their bodies to the tomb? From sufferings and from sin released, 
There the dear flesh of Jesus lay, And freed from every snare. 
And scattered all the gloom. 3 Far from this world of toil and strife, 
3 The graves of all the saints he blessed, They’re present with the Lord ; 
And softened every bed ; The labors of their mortal life 
Where should the dying members rest, End in a large reward. Wii: 
But with the dying Head ? 
4 Thence he arose, ascending high, 441 p (1118) 
And showed our feet the way ; 1 Hark! from the tombs a warning’ 
Up to the Lord we, too, shall fly, sound ; 
At the great rising day. My ears, attend the cry— 
5 Then let the last loud trumpet sound, “ Ye living men, come view the ground 
And bid our kindred rise ; Where you must shortly lie. 


Awake! ye nations under ground ; 


Boustnts! sicend ths okies 2 “Princes, this clay must be your bed, 


Warts. In spite of all your towers ; 
: ise, th ‘rend head 
4° (11 19) The tall, the wise, the reverend head, 


> Must lie as low as ours.” 
1 Hear what the voice from heaven 


proclaims 3 Great God, is this our certain doom? 
_For‘all the pious dead ; And are we still secure ?— 
Sweet is the savor of their names, Still walking downward to the tomb, 


_ And soft their sleeping bed. And yet prepare no more? Warts. 


206 THEY CHRIS DIAN “LTRs 


ZEPHYR. L. M. 


Wo. B. Brapsury. 
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1. How sweet the hour of ei -ing day, 


When all is peace-ful and se - rene, 


2S Ss 


And when the sun, with cloud-less ray, 


nN 
Sheds mel-low lus - tre o’er the scene, 


442 (1104) 
2 Such is the Christian’s parting hour ; 
So peacefully he sinks to rest ; 

When faith, endued from Woared with 
power, 
Sustains and cheers his languid breast. 

3 Mark but that radiance of his eye, 
That smile upon his wasted cheek : 
They tell us of his glory nigh, 

In language*that no tongue can speak. 

4 Who would not wish to die like those 
Whom God’s own Spirit deigns to bless? 
To sink into that soft repose, 


Then wake to perfect happiness ! 
BaTuHurst. 


443 (1106) 
1 Go, spirit of the sainted dead, 
Go to thy longed for, happy home! 
The tears of man are o’er thee shed; 
The voice of angels bids thee come. 

2 If life be not in length of days, 
In silvered locks and furrowed brow, . 
But living to the Saviour’s praise, 
How few have lived so long as thou! 


3 


Bphet|2 6S gb Saye ey 


Tho’ earth may boast one gem the less, 
May not e’en heaven the richer be? 


* And myriads on thy footsteps press, 


To share thy blest eternity. 
J. N. Brown. 


ee (1103) 


I 


2 


Why should we start, and fear to die! 
What timorous worms we mortals are ! 
Death is the gate of endless joy, 
And yet we dread to enter there. 


The pains, the groans, the dying strife 
Fright our approaching souls away ; 
We still shrink back again to life, 
Fond of our prison and our clay. 


Oh, if my Lord would come and meet, 

My soul.should stretch her wings in 
haste, 

Fly fearless through death’s iron gate, 

Nor feel the terrors as she passed! 


Jesus can make a dying bed 

Feel soft as downy pillows are, 

While on his breast I lean my head, 

And breathe my life out sweetly there! 
Watts. 
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1. A-sleep in 


Je - sus! blessed sleep! 
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Wm. B. Brapsury. 


From which none ev-er wake to weep; 


4 


v1 


45 


(1100) 
Asleep in Jesus! oh, how sweet 
To be for such a slumber meet ! 

With holy confidence to sing 

That death hath lost its venomed sting. 


Asleep in Jesus! peaceful rest, 
Whose waking is supremely blest ; 

No fear—no woe—shall dim the hour 
That manifests the Saviour’s power. 
Asleep in Jesus! oh, for me 

May such a blissful refuge be: 
Securely shall my ashes lie, 

And wait the summons from on high. 


Asleep in Jesus! far from thee 
Thy kindred and their graves may be: 


’ But thine is still a blesséd sleep 


446 » 


From which none ever wake to weep. 
Mrs. Mackay. 


(1102) 
How blest the righteous when he dies! 
When sinks a weary soul to rest! 


How mildly beam the closing eyes ! 
How gently heaves the expiring breast ! 


So fades a summer cloud away ; 
So sinks the gale when storms are o’er ; 
So gently shuts the eye of day ; 
So dies a wave along the shore. 


A holy quiet reigns around, 

A calm which life nor death destroys ; 

And naught disturbs that peace pro- 
found 

Which the unfettered soul enjoys. 


Farewell, conflicting hopes and fears, 
Where lights and shades alternate 
dwell ; [pears ! 
How bright the unchanging morn ap- 
Farewell, inconstant world, farewell ! 


Life’s labor done, as sinks the clay, 
Light from its load the spirit flies, 
While heaven and earth combine to say, 
“How blest the righteous when he 


' dies !” BARBAULD. 


DUNLAP’S CREEK. 


THES CARTESIAN > LER EA 


WESTERN MELopy. 


1. That aw -ful is 


sure-ly come, 


Th’ap-point-ed hour makes haste— 


And pass the sol - emn 
= 


Jad Pig: 
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447 (588) 


2 Thou lovely Chief of all my joys, 
Thou Sovereign of my heart, 
How could I bear to hear thy voice 


Pronounce the word “ Depart !” 


3 Oh, wretched state of deep despair, 
To see my God remoye— 
And fix my doleful station where 
I must not taste his love ! 


4 Jesus, I throw my arms around, 
And hang upon thy breast ; 
Without a gracious smile from thee, 
My spirit cannot rest. 
5 Oh! tell me that my worthless name 
Is graven on thy hands ; 
Show me some promise in thy book, 
Where my salvation stands. Warts, 


44.8 (589) 
1 THE day approacheth, O my soul, 
The great decisive day, 
Which from the verge of mortal life, 
Shall bear thee far away. 
2 Another day, more awful, dawns ; 
And lo, the Judge appears ; 


- ‘ 4 
Ye heavens, retire before his face, 
And sink, ye darkened stars. 


3 Yet does one shoft, preparing hour, 
One precious hour remain ; 
Rouse thee, my soul, with all thy power, 
Nor let it pass in vain. 


4 For this, thy temple, Lord, we throng, 
For this, thy board surround ; 
Here may our service be approved, 
And in thy presence crowned. 


DopprinGE. 
449 (593) 


1 How short and hasty is our life ! 
How vast our soul’s affairs ! 
Yet senseless mortals vainly strive 
To lavish out their years. 


2 God from on high invites us home, 
But we march heedless on, 
And, ever hastening to the tomb, 
Stoop downward as we run. 


3 Draw us, O God! with sovereign grace, 
And lift our thoughts on high, 
That we may end this mortal race, 


And see salvation nigh. Warts. 


DEATH AND IMMORTALITY, 
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Arr. by L. Mason. 


I. Serv - ant of God, well 


done, 


Rest from thy loved em - 


thy Mas - ter’s joy. 


vic- try won, En - ter 
2. 
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450 (1135) From dungeon chain,—to breathe the 


2 The voice at midnight came, 
He started up to hear ; 
A mortal arrow pierced his frame, 
He fell—but felt no fear. 
3 Tranquil amidst alarms, 
It found him on the field, 
A veteran slumbering on his arms, 
Beneath his red-cross shield. 
4 Soldier of Christ, well done! 
Praise be thy new employ ; 
And while eternal ages run, 
Rest in thy Saviour’s i0y. 
LoNTGOMERY. 


451 
1 Ir is not death to die— 
To leave this weary road, 
And, ’mid the brotherhood on high, 
To be at home with God. 
2 It is not death to close 
The eye long dimmed by tears, 
And wake, in glorious repose 
To spénd eternal years. 
3 It is not death to bear 
The wrench that sets us free 


(1130) 


air 
Of boundless liberty’ 
4 Jesus, thou Prince of life! 
Thy chosen cannot die ; 
Like thee, they conquer in the strife, 
To reign with thee on high. yazan. 


452 
1 AND must this body die, 
This mortal frame decay, 
And must these active limbs of mine 
Lie mouldering in the clay? 


(1137) 


2 God, my Redeemer, lives, 
And ever from the skies 

Looks down and watches all my dust, 
Till he shall bid it rise. 


3 Arrayed in glorious grace, 
Shall these vile bodies shine, 
And every shape and every face 
Look heavenly and divine. 
4 These lively hopes we owe 
To Jesus’ dying love ; 
We would adore his grace below, 
And sing his power above. warts. 
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FREDERICK. “dis. G, Kincstey. 


| 
1. I would not live al-way: I ask not to stay Where storm af - ter 


storm ris - es dark o’er the way; The few lur-id mornings that 


dawn on us here’ Are e-nough for life’s woes, full e - nough for its cheer. : 


453 (183) 


1 I would not live alway: I ask not to stay 
Where storm after storm rises dark o’er the way; 
The few lurid mornings that dawn on us here 
Are enough for life’s woes, full enough for its cheer. 


2 I would not live alway, thus fettered by sin, 
Temptation without and corruption within: 
E’en the rapture of pardon is mingled with fears, 
And the cup of thanksgiving with penitent tears. 


3 I would not live alway; no, welcome the tomb ; 
Since Jesus hath lain there, I dread not its gloom; 
There sweet be my rest, till he bid me arise 
To hail him in triumph descending the skies. 
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4 Who, who would live away, away from his God! 
Away from yon heaven, that blissful abode, 
Where the rivers of pleasure flow o’er the bright plains, 
And the noontide of glory eternally reigns : 


5 Where the saints of all ages in harmony meet, 
Their Saviour and brethren transported to greet, 
While the anthems of rapture unceasingly roll, 
And the smile of the Lord is the feast of the soul. 


MUuHLENBARG. 


MT. VERNON. 8s & 7s. L. Mason. 


Pleas-ant as the air of eve-ning, When it floats a - mong the trees. 
~ ; 


454 (1141) 
2 Peaceful be thy silent sltumber— 
Peaceful in the grave so low: 
Thou no more wilt join our number ; 
Thou no more our songs shalt know. 


3 Dearest sister, thou hast left us, 

Here thy loss we deeply feel ; 

But ’tis God that hath bereft us, 
He can all our sorrows heal. 


4 Yet again we hope to meet thee, 
“ When the day of life is fled ; 
Then in heaven with joy to greet thee, 
Where no farewell tear is shed. S. F. Sarre. 
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AROUND LH ELE RO NES Calvi 
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= 
1. A- round the throne of God in heaven Thousands of chil-dren stand; 


ass E = Sessa = == 
eas SSS 


‘Chil-dren whose sins are all for-given, A ho .- ly, hap - py band, 


1 


CHORUS. 


aaa 


Sing-ing glo - ry, glo - ry, glo - ry be to God on high. 


pe (1094) 
2 In flowing robes of spotless white 
See every one arrayed ; 
Dwelling in everlasting light, 
And joys that never fade.— Cho. 


3 What brought them to that world above, 
That heav’n so bright and fair, 
Where all is peace, and joy, and love 
How came those children there ?—Cho. 
4 Because the Saviour shed his blood, 
To wash away their sin ; 
Bathed in that pure and precious flood, 
Behold them white and clean !—Cho. 


5 On earth they sought the Saviour’s grace, 
* On earth they loved his name ; 
So now they see’ his blesséd face, 
And stand before the Lamb.—Cha. ‘Axxa. SHEPEERD, 


DEATH AND - IMMORTALITY. 


LITTLE WHILE. = 
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. L. Benjamin. 


des - ert pla-ces bloom and smile! Oh, for the faith to 


— 


| 
bright “for-ev - er,” A - mid the shad-ows _— of earth’s “1 


4.56 (1147) 
2 A little while for patient vigil-keeping, 
To face the storm, to battle with the strong ; 
A little while to sow the seed with weeping, 
Then bind the sheaves and sing the harvest home! 


3 A little while the earthen pitcher taking 
To wayside brooks from far-off fountains fed ; 
‘Then the cool lip its thirst forever slaking 
Beside the fullness of the fountain head! 


4 A little while to keep the oil from failing, 
A little while faith’s flickering lamp to trim ; 
And then the bridegroom’s coming footsteps hailing, 
To haste to meet him with the bridal hymn! 


5 And he who is himself the Gift and Giver,— 
The future glory and the present smile,— 
With the bright promise of the glad forever 
Will light the shadows of the “little while!” 


“4 


Jane Crewpson, 
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GOING HOME. 


THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. 


That heavenly man- sion shall be mine. 


To die no more, to die 
= @. — 


I’m go-ing home, I’m go-ing home, 
no more, 


I’m go-ing home to die 
I’m go-ing home to die no more, 
2. 


no more; : 


457 (1088) 
2 My Father’s house is built on high, 
Far, far above the starry sky: 
When from this earthly prison free, 
That heavenly mansion mine shall be, 
I’m going home, etc. 
3 Let others seek a home below, 
Which flames devour, or waves o’erflow ; 
Be mine a happier lot to own 
A heavenly mansion near the throne. 
I’m going home, etc. 


458 
1 Wuart sinners value I resign ; 
Lord, ’tis enough that thou art mine ; 
I shall behold thy blissful face, 
And stand complete in righteousness. 
I’m going home, etc. 


(1053) 


3 This life’s a dream, an empty show, 
But the bright world to which I go 
Hath joys substantial and sincere ; 
When shall I wake and find me there ! 

I’m going home, ete. 


3 Oh, glorious hour! oh, blest abode! 
I shall be near and like my God ; 
And flesh,and sin no more control 
The sacred pleasures of the soul. 

I’m going home, ete. 


4 My flesh shall slumber in the ground 
Till the last trumpet’s joyful sound ; 
Then burst the chains with sweet sur- 

prise, 
And in my Saviour’s image rise ! 
I’m going home, etc. 
Warts, 


OGECASTONAL. 


UXBRIDGE. lL. M: 
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In 


ev-ery star thy 
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wis - dom shines ; 
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But when our eyes be-hold thy word, We read thy name in 


fair - er lines, 
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(1149) 
Sun, moon, and stars convey thy praise 
Round the whole earth, and never 

stand ; 
So when thy truth began its race, 
It touched and glanced on every land. 

4 Nor shall thy spreading gospel rest, 
Till thro’ the world thy truth has run ; 
Till Christ has all the nations blest 
That see the light, or feel the sun. 

5 Great Sun of Righteousness, arise ; 
Bless the dark world with heavenly 

light ; 
Thy gospel makes the simple wise ; 


Thy laws are pure, thy judgments right, 


Watts. 
, 


460 

1 Gop, in the gospel of his Son, 
Makes his eternal counsels known, 
Where love in all its glory shines, 
And truth is drawn in fairest lines. 

2 Here sinners of an humble frame 
May taste his grace,and learn his name; 


(1150) 


May read, in characters of blood, 
The wisdom, power, and grace of God. 


3 Oh grant us grace, Almighty Lord, 
To read and mark thy holy word, 
Its truths with meekness to receive, 
And by its holy precepts live. 


BEDDOME, 


4.61 (1151) 
1 Now let my soul, Eternal King, 
To thee its grateful tribute bring ; 
My knee, with humble homage, bow ; 
My tongue perform its solemn vow. 


2 All nature sings thy boundless love, 
In worlds below and worlds above ; 
But in thy blessed word I trace 
Diviner wonders of thy grace. 


3 For love like this, oh let my song, 
Through endless years, thy praise 
prolong : 
Let distant climes thy name adore. 


Till time and nature are no more. 
HEGINBOTHAM, 
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2160 OCCASIONAL. 


KNOX. “CGC. M. “Tempe Metoptss,”” 
pape 
1. How pre-cious: is the book di - vine, By in- spi -ra - tion given! 


46 2 (1159) | 3 ’Tis here, whene’er my comforts droop, 
2 O’er all the strait and narrow way And sins and Sorrows Tise, 
Its radiant beams are cast ; Thy love with cheerful beams of hope, 
A light whose never weary ray My fainting heart supplies. | 
Grows brightest at the last. 4 Jesus, my Lord, my life, my light, 
3 It sweetly cheers our fainting hearts Oh! come with blissful ray ; 
' In this dark vale of tears ; Break radiant thro’ the shades of night, 
Life, light, and comfort it imparts, And chase my fears away.  srezue. 
And calms our anxious fears. ‘s 
4 This lamp through all the dreary night oe (1161) 
Of life shall guide our way, 1 Howshalltheyoung secure theirhearts, 
Till we behold the clearer light And guard their lives from sin? 
Of an eternal day. Risncwascim Thy word the choicest rules imparts 
To keep the conscience clean. 


463 (1160) 
1 Tuou lovely Source of true delight, 
Whom I unseen adore ! 
Unvail thy beauties to my sight, 
That I may love thee more. 


2 When once it enters to the mind, 
It spreads such light abroad ; 
The meanest souls instruction find, 
And raise their thoughts to- God, 


2 Thy glory o’er creation shines ; 3 Thy word is everlasting truth ; 
But in thy sacred word, “ee How pure is every page ! 
I read in fairer, brighter lines, That holy book shall guide our youth, 
My bleeding, dying Lord. And well support our age.  Warrs. 
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MERIDEN. C. M. Arr, from Tuos. CLark, of Canterbury, by L. Mason. 


ur; It givesa light to 


SSSA 


It gives, but bor-rows none, It gives, but borrows none, 


———- 4 
5 
ev - ery age; It gives, but borrows none, It gives, but aS none. 
. | 
: ales: 
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465 (1155) |4 This is the judge that ends the strife 


Where wit and reason fail ; 
My guide to everlasting life 


Through all this gloomy vale. 
Warts. 


(1157) 


1 Lamp of our feet! whereby we trace 
Our path, when wont to stray ; 
Stream from the fount of heavenly grace! 
Brook by the traveler’s way ! 


_2 The hand that gave it still supplies 
The gracious light and heat ; 

Its truth upon the nations rise, 

They rise but never set. | 467 


3 Let everlasting thanks be thine 
For such a bright display, 
As makes a world of darkness shine 
With beams of heavenly day. 


Cowprr, 
_| 2 Bread of our souls! whereon we feed ; 
466 . : (1158) True manna from on high! 
1 Laven with guilt, and full of fears, Our guide, our chart ! wherein we read 
I fly to thee, my Lord ; Of realms beyond the sky. 
And not a ray of hope appears, 


But in thy written wort 3 Pillar of fire, through watches dark ! 


Or radiant cloud by day ! 


2 The volume of my Father’s grace When waves would whelm our tossing 
Does all my grief assuage ; bark, 
‘Here I behold my Saviour’s face | Our anchor and our stay ! 


In almost ev'ry page. 4 Childhood’s preceptor! manhood’s 
3 This is the field where hidden lies trust ! 
The earl of price unknown ; * Old age’s firm ally ! 
That merchant is divinely wise | Our hope, when we go down to dust, 
Who makes the pearl his own. Of immortality ! Bietal. 
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HURSLEY. L. M. 


OCCASIONAL. 


the name 


I. We bid thee wel-come in 


Of Je-sus, our 


Bi ie eo os eae 


468 


469 


- 


N 


(1171) 
Come as ashepherd ; guard and keep 
This fold from hell, and earth, and sin ; 
Nourish the lambs, and feed the sheep, 
The wounded heal, the lost bring in. 


Come as a teacher sent from God, 


Charged his whole counsel to declare ; 


Lift o’er our ranks the prophet’s rod, 
While we upho'd thy hands with prayer. 


Come as a messenger of peace, 
Filled with the Spirit, fired with love ; 
Live to behold our large increase, 


And die to meet us all above. 
i MonTGoMeEry. 


(1172) 
Pour out thy Spirit from on high ; 
Lord, thine ordainéd servants bless ; 
Graces and gifts to each supply, 

And clothe them all with righteousness. 


Within thy temple, as they stand 

To teach the truth as taught by thee, 
Saviour, like stars in thy right hand 
Let all thy chosen pastors be. 


470 


1 ’Tis done—th’ important act is done— 


3 Wisdom and zeal and love impart,— 
Firmness with meekness from above, 
To bear thy people in their heart, 
And love the souls whom thou dost love 


- MonTGomery. 
(1173) 


Heaven, earth, its solemn purport know ; 
Its fruits, when time its race has run, 
Shall through eternal ages flow. 


The covenants of this sacred hour, 
Great Shepherd of thy people, seal ; 
Spirit of grace, diffuse thy power, 
Our vows accept, thy might reveal. 


Behold our guide, and deign to crown 

His toils, O Lamb of God, with love ; 

His lips inspire ; each effort own ; 

Breathe, dwell within him, heavenly 
Dove. 


Oh, when, before the judgment-seat, 
The wicked quake in dread despair, 
May we, all reverent at thy feet, 

Pastor and flock, find mercy there. 
So. SatH. 


és | 
oe | 
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T. Hastincs, 


471 
1 How beauteous are their feet, 
Who stand on Zion’s hill ! 
Who bring salvation on their tongues, 
And words of peace reveal. 


(1163) 


2 How charming is their voice! 
How sweet the tidings are !— 
“Zion, behold thy Saviour King! 
He reigns and triumphs here.” 


3 How happy are our ears 
That hear this joyful sound,— 
Which kings and prophets waited for, 
And sought, but never found! 


4 How blesséd are our eyes 
That see this heavenly light! 
Prophets and kings desired it long, 
But died without the sight. 


5 The watchmen join their voice, 
. And tuneful notes employ ; 
Jerusalem breaks forth in songs, 

And deserts learn the joy. 


6 The Lord makes bare his arm 
Through all the earth abroad: 
Let every nation now behold 
Their Saviour and their Lord. 


Warts, 
fie (1165) 
r Lorn of the harvest! hear 
Thy needy servants cry ; 
Answer our faith’s effectual prayer, 
And all our wants supply. 


2 On thee we humbly wait ; 
Our wants are in thy view ; 
The harvest truly, Lord! is great, 
The laborers are few. 


3 Convert and send forth more 
Into thy Church abroad ; 
And let them speak thy word of power, 
As workers with their God. 


4 Oh, let them spread thy name; 
Their mission fully prove ; 
Thy universal grace proclaim— 
Thy all-redeeming love. c, Wes:ey, 


L. M. 


ANTIGUA. 


OCCASIONAL, 


oo —) 5 


1. “Go, preach my gospel,” saith the Lord, 


ta 
“Bid the wholeearth my grace re- ceive; 
—_ 


+73 (1167) 


2 “I'll make your great’ commission 
known, 
And ye shall prove my gospel true, 
By all the works that I have done, 
_By all the wonders ye shall do. 


3 “Teach all the nations my commands ; 
I’m with you till the world shall end ; 
All power is trusted in my hands ; 

I can destroy, and I defend.” 


4 He spake, and light shone round his 
head, 


On a bright cloud to heaven he rode; | 


They to the farthest nations spead 
The grace of their ascended God. 


474 


t Lorp of the harvest, bend thine ear, 
In Zion’s heritage appear ; 
Oh! send forth laborers filled with zeal, 
Swift to obey their Master’s will. 


2 Our lifted eyes, O Lord, behold 
The ripening harvest tinged with gold ; 


* 
, 


(1169) 


Wide fields are opening to our view, 
The work is great, the laborers few. 


| 3 Led by thine own almighty hand, 


Let Zion’s sons, in many a band, 
Arise to bless the dying race, 
As heralds of redeeming grace. 


Hastincs. 
475 (1168) 


1 FATHER of mercies, bow thine ear, 
Attentive to our earnest prayer: 
We plead for those who plead for thee ; 
Successful pleaders may they be. 


2 How great their work! how vast their 
charge ! 
Do thou their anxious souls enlarge : 
Their best endowments are our gain ; 
We share the blessings they obtain. 


3 Let thronging multitudes around 
Hear from their lips the joyful sound, 
In humble strains thy grace implore, 
And feel thy Spirit’s living power. 


Beppo. 
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ROMBERG. C. M. 


RomBErc. 


laa 
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a - wake, And take th’a- larm they give; 


Z 


ow let them from the mouth of God Their sol-emn charge re - ceive. - 


476 (1174) But girded for our Father’s work, 
2 ’Tis not a cause of small import Go forth beneath his sky. 
The pastor’s care demands, 3 Where prophets’ word, and martyrs’ 
But what might fill an angel’s heart, blood, 
And filled a Saviour’s hands. And prayers of saints were sown, 
3 They watch for souls, for which the; We, to their labors entering in, 
Lord Would reap where they have strown. 
Did heavenly bliss forego,— 
For souls, which must for ever live, | 478 ae (1178) 
In rapture or in woe. 1 O Jesus, in this solemn hour, 


Be with thy people here ; 
Let thine authority and power 
To rule thy church appear. 


4 May they that Jesus whom they | 
preach, 

Their own Redeemer, see ; 
And watch thou daily o’er their souls, 2 Oh, may the choice which we have 


That they may watch for thee. made 
ees | By thee be ratified ; 
477 (1175)| Thy servants’ fitness be displayed, 
1 Ok, still in accents sweet and strong | As they are further tried. 
~ eee core bes ner eer 3 With faithfulness may they fulfill 
More reapers for white harvest fields, ish office’in their ‘hand.’ 
More‘laborers for the Lord.” 


2 ‘ ‘ And seek to know and do thy will 
2 We hear the call ; in dreams no more Sef all “chat will elenisniis’ 


In selfish ease we lie, 


CoLtyer. 


222 


M. 


OCCASIONAL. 


human, 


sin - ful hands We may e-rect for thee, 


We may e - rect.... for thee. 
Sat 
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479 (1186) 
2-O Christ, thou art our Corner-stone, 
On thee our hopes are built ; 
Thou art our Lord, our light, our life, 
Our sacrifice for guilt. 
3 In thy blest name we gather here, 
’ And set apart the ground ; 
The walls that on this rock shall rise 
. Thy praises shall resound. 
4 May many a soul, from death re- 
deemed, 
In heavenly regions fair, 
With joy exclaim, “I learned the path 
To God and glory there.” 


480 
1 To thee this temple we devote, 
Our Father and our God ; 
Accept it thine, and seal it now 
Thy Spirit’s blest abode. 
2 Here may the prayer of faith ascend, 
The voice of praise arise ; 
Oh, may each lowly service prove 
Accepted sacrifice. 


(1187) 


df stg ede ew 
a ease eee ee 


3 Here may the sinner learn his guilt, 
And weep before his Lord ; 
Here, pardoned, sing a Saviour’s love, 
And here his vows record. 
4 Peace be within these sacred walls ; 
Prosperity be here ; 
Long smile upon thy people, Lord, 
And evermore be near. J. R. Scorr. 


481 (1188) 
1 O THOU, whose own vast temple stands, 
Built over earth and sea, 
Accept the walls that human hands 
Have raised to worship thee ! 
2 May erring minds that worship here, 
Be taught the better way ; 
And they who mourn, and they who 
Be strengthened as they pray. [fear, 
3 May faith grow firm, and love grow 
warm, = : 
And pure devotion rise, 


While round these hallowed walls the. 


storm 


Of earth-born passion dies. 
Bryant. 


DEDICATIONS. 
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GERMAN. 


482 (1180) 
»2 Endue the creatures with thy grace 
That shall adorn thy dwelling-place ; 
The beauty of the oak-and pine, 
The gold and silver, make them thine. 


3 The heads that guide endue with skill ; 
The hands that work preserve from ill, 
That we, who these foundations lay, 
May raise the topstone in its day. 

4 Both now and ever, Lord, protect 
The temple of thine own elect § 

Be thou in them, and they in thee, 
Oh ever-blessed Trinity ! 
J. M. NEALE. 


483 (1181) 

1 Tue perfect world, by Adam trod, 
Was the first temple built to God ; 
His fiat laid the corner-stone, 
‘And heaved its pillars one by one. 

2 He hung its starry roof on high— 
The broad, illimitable sky ; 

_ He spread its pavement, green and 

“ bright, 

And curtained it with morning light. 


a 


=) 
And yet vouchsafes, in Chris-tian lands, Todwell in tem-ples made with hands. A-men. 
a5 


a = ia 


3 Lord, ’tis not ours to make the ¢ea, 
And earth, and sky, a house for thee ; 
Dut in thy sight our off’ring stands— 
An humbler temple, made with hands. 


4 We cannot bid the morning star 
To sing how bright thy glories are ; 
But, Lord, if thou wilt meet us here, 
Thy praise shall be the Christian’s tear. 


484 (1183) 


1 MAKER of land and rolling sea, 
We dedicate this house to thee ; 
And what our willing hands have done, 
We give to God, and to the Sgn. 


2 Come, fill this house with heavenly 
grace, 
While sinners throng the sacred place, 
And saints below with saints above, 
Unite to sing redeeming love. 


3 Long may this sacred temple be 
A monument of praise to thee ; 
And when to this no more we come, 


Be heaven our high, eternal home. 
D. C. Eppy. 


GLADNESS. 


7s & 6s. 
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a 


1, Our country’s voice is pleading, Ye men of God, a- rise! 


o 


- lead - ing, , The land be-fore 


485 (1193) 
2 Go where the waves are breaking 
On California’s shore, 
Christ’s precious gospel taking, 
’ More rich than golden ore; 
On Alleghany’s mountains, 
Through all the western vale, 
Beside Missouri’s fountains, 
Rehearse the wondrous tale. 


3 The love of Christ unfolding, 
Speed on from east to west, 
Till all, his cross beholding, 
In him are fully blest. 
Great Author of salvation, 
Haste, haste the glorious day, 
When we, a ransomed nation, 


Thy sceptre shall obey. ir 
Mrs. G. W. ANDERSON. 


486 


1 Go preach the blest salvation 

To every sinful race, 

And bid each guilty nation 
Accept the Saviour’s grace; 

But bear, oh, quickly bear it 
Where thronging millions roam, 

And bid them freely share it, 
Who dwell with us at home. 


(1194) 


2 Where blooms the broad savanna, 
Where mighty waters roll, 
There let the gospel banner 
Beam hope on every soul ; 
Go where the west is teeming,. 
And yet behold they come! 
The fields all ripe are gleaming 


For those who reap at home ! 
Stoney Dyer, 


HOME AND FOREIGN MISSIONS. 


OLD HUNDRED. L.M. 


the Cre - a - tor’s praise a- rise ; 
2 = 


Let 


(1198) 
2 Eternal are thy mercies, Lord ; 
Eternal truth attends thy word : 
Thy praise shall sound from shore to 


shore, 
Till suns shall rise and set no more. 
Watts. 
488 (1201) 


1 Jesus shall reign where’er the sun 
Does his successive journeys run ; 
His kingdom stretch from shore to 

shore 
Till moons shall wax and wane no more. 


2 For him shall endless prayer be made, 
And endless praises crown his head ; 
His name like sweet perfume, shall 

ie >. vise 
With every morning sacrifice. 


3 People and realms of every tongue 

~ Dwell on his love with sweetest song ; 

~ And infant voices shall proclaim 
Their early blessings on his name. 


oe - 
Se ® . 


: 2 
the Re-deem-er’s name be sung, Through ev - ery land, by 


ev - ery tongue. 


4 Blessings abound where’er he reigns ; 
The joyful prisoner bursts his chains ; 
The weary find eternal rest, 

And all the sons of want are blest. 


5 Let every creature rise and bring 
Peculiar honors to our King ; 
Angels descend with songs again, 


And earth repeat the loud Amen. 
Watts, 


4.89 (1200) 

1 On, hallowed is the land and blessed, 
Where Christ, the Ruler, is confessed! 
Oh, happy hearts and happy homes, 
To whom the great Redeemer comes ! 


Lift up your heads, ye mighty gates, 
Behold, the King of glory waits! 


ty 


The King of kings is drawing near; « 


The Saviour of the world is here. 


3 Fling wide the portals of your heart : 
Make it a temple set apart 
From earthly use for heaven’s employ, 


Adorned with prayer and love and joy. 
’ WieszeEL. 
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LATTER DAY. 8s &7s. 


| ‘ 
a grand and aw-ful time, In an age on 


a-ges telling, To be liv-ing is sublime. Hark ! the waking up of nations, Gog and 


is 
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490 (1225) On! let all the soul within you 
For the truth’s sake go abroad ! 
Strike ! let every nerve and sinew 


Tell on ages—tell for God ! 
A. C. Coxz. 


2 Will ye play, then, will ye dally, 

With your music and your wine? 

Up! it is Jehovah’s rally! 
God’s own arm hath need of thine. 

Hark! the onset! will ye fold your 4QI (1226) 
Faith-clad arms in lazy lock? 

Up, oh up, thou drowsy soldier! 
Worlds are charging to the shock. 


1 ONWARD, onward, men of heaven! 
Bear ‘the Gospel’s banner high; 
Rest not till its light is given, 


3 Worlds are charging—heaven behold- Star of every pagan sky. 
fare noes Send it where the pilgrim-stranger 
Thou hast but an hour to fight ; Faints ’neath Asia’s scorching ray ; 
Now the blazoned cross unfolding, Bid the red-browed forest ranger 


On—right onward, for the right. ° Hail it, ere he fades away. 


é 
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2 Where the Arctic ocean thunders, 3 Rude in speech, or grim in feature, 
Where the tropics fiercely glow, Dark in spirit though they be, 
Broadly spread its page of wonders, Show that light to every creature, 
Brightly bid its radiance flow. Prince or vassal—bond or free. 

India marks its lustre stealing, Lo! they haste to every nation, 
Shiv’ring Greenland loves its rays, Host on host the ranks supply; 
Afric, ’mid her deserts kneeling, Onward !—Christ is your salvation, 
Lifts the untaught strain of praise. And your death is victory. 
SIGOURNEY. 
SICILIAN HYMN. 8s & 7s. ITALIAN. 


| 1. Sons of day! a - rise from slumbers, For the slug-gish night is. gone; 


the Sav-iour’s marshaled numbers, March-ing where he lead-eth on. 


492 (1192) | By the river and the fountain, 
2 Soldiers of the cross, appointed, Plant the sacred standard there. 
Girded for the glorious war, 
In the name of God’s Anointed, 
Spread your victories afar. 


5 Where the infant city’s founded, 
Where the hamlet dots the plain ; 
; Let the Gospel-call be sounded, 
3 Bid the trumpet of redemption, Let the church a foothold gain. 
Greet our country’s farthest shore ; 
Boldly claim our Lord’s pre-emption, 
For the agonies he bore. 


6 So shall Error be supplanted, 
So shall Truth her vanguard keep, 
So shall temple-homes be granted, 


4 On the prairie and the mountain, To the Shepherd’s wandering sheep. 
- In the valley rich and fair, S. D. Puztes. 
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ANVERN. L.M 


4.94 


I 


jie 


1. Fling out the banner! let it float Skyward and seaward, high and wide ; The sun that lights its 
< 5 ion 


shining folds, The cross on which the Saviour died, The cross on which the 
la p> 3 


OCCASIONAL. 


Pte 


(1206) 
Fling out the banner! angels bend 
In anxious silence o’er the sign, 

And vainly seek to comprehend 

The wonder of the Love Divine. 


Fling out the banner! heathen lands 


‘Shall see from far the glorious sight ; 


And nations, crowding to be born, 
Baptize their spirits in its light. 


Fling out the banner! sin-sick souls, 
That sink and perish in the strife, 
Shall touch in faith its radiant hem, 
And spring immortal into life. 


Fling out the banner ! let it float 
Skyward and seaward, high and wide ; 
Our glory only in the Cross, 
Our only hope, the Crucified. poanz, 
(1207) 
Arm of the Lord, awake, awake! 

Put on thy strength, the nations shake, 
And let the world adoring see 
Triumphs of mercy wrought by thee. 


2 


495 


I 


2 


Say to the heathen, from thy throne, 
“T am Jehovah, God alone :” 

Thy voice their idols shall confound, . 
And cast their altars to the ground. 


Almighty God, thy grace proclaim 
In every land, of every name ; 
Let adverse powers before thee fall, 


And crown the Saviour, Lord of all ! 
SHRUBSOLE. 


(1204) 
ARISE! arise! with joy survey 

The glory of the latter day, 

Already is the dawn begun, 

That marks at hand the rising sun. 


Behold the way to Zion’s hill, 

Where Israel’s God delights to dwell ; 
He fixes there his lofty throne, 

And calls the sacred place his own. 


“ Behold the way!” ye heralds! cry, 
Spare not, but lift your voices high ; 
Convey the sound from shore to shore, 


And bid the captive sigh no more. 
KeLty, 


i 
| 
a: 3 | 


HOME AND FOREIGN MISSIONS. 


1, Christians, the glorious hope ye 


know, Which soothes the he 


Ch 


artin ev - ery woe ; 
ae _ 


o 


— 
ry meets their eye. 


4.96 (1212) 

Christians, ye taste the heavenly grace 

Which cheers beiievers in their race ; 

Uncheered by grace, through heathen 
gloom, 

See millions hastening to the tomb. 


Christians, ye prize the Saviour’s blood, | 
In which the soul is cleansed for God ; 
Millions of souls in darkness dwell, 

Uncleansed from sin—exposed to hell. 


To distant lands that grace convey, 
Which trains the soul for endless day ; 
Oh strive that others soon may view 
That precious blood which cleanseth 
you. Cawoop. 


407 | (1213) 
1 BEHOLD, the heathen waits to know 
The joy the gospel will bestow ;— 
‘The exiled captive to receive 
The freedom Jesus has to give. 


2 Come, let us, with a grateful heart, 
_ In this blest labor share a part; 
Our prayers and offerings gladly bring 


To aid the.triumphs of our King. 


ha 


i>. 


3 Our hearts exult in songs of praise, 
That we have seen these latter days, 
When our Redeemer shall be known 
Where Satan long hath held his throne. 


4 Where’er his hand hath spread the 
skies, ) 
Sweet incense to his name shall rise, 
And slave and freeman, Greek and Jew, 


By sovereign grace be formed anew. 
Voxg. 


498 (1214) 


t THE heathen perish; day by day, 
Thousands on thousands pass away ! 
O Christians, to their rescue fly, 
Preach Jesus to them ere they die! 


2 Wealth, labor, talents freely give, 
Yea, life itself, that they may live ; 
What hath your Saviour done for you? 
And what for him will ye not do? 


Oh, Spirit of the Lord! go forth, 
Call in the south, wake up the north; 
From every clime, from sun to sun, 


Gather God’s children into one ! 
Mo sTGOMERY, 


OCCASIONAL. 


T, Hastincs. 


O’er the gloomy hills of darkness, Cheer’d by no ce- les- tial ray, 
Sun of righteousness! a- rising, Bring the bright, the glorious day ; § Send the gos-pel 


499 (1220) | 2 Oh, ’tis pleasant, tis reviving 
2 Kingdoms wide that sit in darkness,— To our hearts, to hear, each day, 
Grant them, Lord, the glorious light;| Joyful news, from far ALsivanes 
And, from eastern coast to western, How the gospel WIDSTSaAys 
. May the morning chase the night ; Those enlightening 
And redemption, Who in death and darkness lay ! 
] c - : 
Free y purchased, win the day. 3 God of Jacob, high and glorious, 
3 Fly abroad, thou mighty gospel ! Let thy people see thy hand! 
Win and conquer, never cease ; 


: ee Let the gospel be victorious, 
May thy lasting, wide dominions, Through the world, in every land ; 
Multiply and still increase ; Then shall idols - 


Sway thy sceptre, Perish, Lord, at thy command. 


Saviour, all the world around! ‘ KeLty. 
WILLIAMS. 

500 (1221) DOXOLOGY. 

1 Look, ye saints! ‘the day is breaking ;| Great Jehovah, we adore thee, 
Joyful times are near at hand ; God the Father, God the Son, 

God, the mighty God, is speaking God the Spirit, joined in glory 
By his word in every land: On the same eternal throne : 
Day advances— Endless praises . : 

Darkness flies at his command. To Jehovah, Three in One. 
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1. The morn-~ing light is break-ing, The dark-ness dis - ap - pears; 


The sons of earth are wak - ing To pen - i - ten- tial tears. 
p.s. Of na - tions in com - mo - tion, Pre-pared for Zi - on’s. war. 


Sor (1231))3 See heathen nations bending 
1 THE morning light is breaking, Before the God we love, 
The darkness disappears ; And thousand hearts ascending 
The sons of earth are waking In gratitude above ; 
To penitential tears. While sinners, now confessing, 
Each breeze that sweeps the ocean The gospel call obey ? 
Brings tidings from afar And seek the Saviour’s blessing,— 
Of nations in commotion, A nation in a day. 
for Zion’ ) ‘ : 
Prepared for Zion's war 4 Blest river of salvation, 


_ : ; 
2 Rich dews of grace come o’er us Pursue thine onward way}; 


- In many a gentle shower ; Flow thou to every nation, 


_ And brighter scenes before us Nor in thy richness stay: 

_ _ Are opening every hour: Stay not till all the’ lowly 

» Each cry,to heaven going Triumphant reach their home ; 

Abundant answer brings ; Stay not till all the holy 

_ And heavenly gales are blowing, Beelaim-—“‘The Berd te coma? 
With peace upon their wings. S. F. Surrn, 


 « 
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MISSIONARY HYMN. 


7s & 6s. 
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manya palm-y plain, They call us 


502 


2 What though the spicy breezes 

Blow soft o’er Ceylon’s isle ; 

Though every prospect pleases, 
And only man is vile; 

In vain with lavish kindness 
The gifts of God are strown ; 

The heathen, in his blindness, 
Bows down to wood and stone. 


3 Can we, whose souls are lighted 
With wisdom from on high, 
Can we, to men benighted, 
The lamp of life deny? 


(1233) 


Salvation, oh, salvation! 

The joyful sound proclaim, 
Till each remotest nation 

Has learned Messiah’s name. 


4 Waft, waft, ye winds, his story, 
And you, ye waters, roll, » 
Till, like a sea of glory, 
It spreads from pole to pole; 
Till o’er our ransomed nature, _ 
The Lamb for sinners slain,— 
Redeemer, King, Creator, 
In bliss returns to reign ! 


De? = © 


From 


to de-liv- er Their land from error’s chain. 
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THE ROYAL PROCLAMATION. 


Pub -lish-ing to ev-ery crea-ture, To the ru-ined sons of na-ture: 


——__ =k. f a1 > 


O-ver heaven and earth most glorious, Je-sus reigns, Je-susreigns, Je - sus reigns. 


SS SS ee 


593 (1244) 
2-See the royal banner flying, Shout the praise of Judah’s Lion, 
Hear the heralds loudly crying, The Almighty Prince of Zion. 

“ Rebel sinners, royal favor 
Now is offered by the Saviour.” 


4 Shout, ye saints, make joyful mention, 
Christ hath purchased our redemption ; 
3 Shout, ye tongues of every nation, Angels, shout the pleasing story, 
To the bounds of the creation ; Through the brighter worlds of glory. 


234 OCCASIONAL. 


SCATTER SEEDS OF KINDNESS. 


S. J. Var. 
By perm. of Puirie PuItwirs. 


1. Let us| gath-er up the sunbeams Ly-ing all a-round our path; Let us 


25. a8 eee (at ) SD 


- 
_ kindness, Then scat-ter seeds: of kindness For our reaping by - and - by. 
fe. ee y . 


504 (1248) 
2 Strange, we never prize the music Strange, the summer skiesand sunshine 
Till the sweet-voiced bird has flown ! Never seem one half so fair, 
Strange, thatweshould slight the violets, | As when winter’s snowy pinions 
Till the lovely flowers are gone ! Shake the white down in the air. 


: 


BENEVOLENCE. 235 


3 If we knew the baby fingers, 4 Ah! those little ice-cold fingers, 
Pressed against the window-pane, How they point our memories back 
Would be cold and stiff to-morrow— To the hasty words and actions 
Never trouble us again— Strewn along our backward track ! 
Would the bright eyes of our darling How those little hands remind us, 
Catch the frown upon our brow ? As in snowy grace they lie, 
Would the print of rosy fingers Not to scatter thorns—but roses— 
Vex us then as they do now? For our reaping by and by! 
GOOD TIDINGS. Wm. B. Braveury. 


hs -N 2 ; 
r~.ww wv : 
1. Shout the tid-ings of sal -va - tion To the a- ged and the young, 


3 a i prt he 
| Till the precious in- vi - ta - tion Wak-en ev-ery heart and tongue. 


== f f= ——_ 


CHORUS. 


) 


595 (1245) 


2 Shout the tidings of salvation, 3 Shout the tidings of salvation 
O’er the prairies of the West ; O’er the islands of the sea ; 
Till each gath’ring congregation Till, in humble adoration, 


With the gospel sound is blest. All-to Christ shall bow the knee. 


236 OCCASIONAL, 


DORT: 6s &4s. _-L, Mason. 


eens 


1. The God of harvest praise ; In loud thanksgiving raise Hand, heart, and voice ; The valleys 


SESS SS 


506 (1261) Thou who art ever nigh, 7 
2 Yea, bless his holy name, Guarding with watchful eye, 
And purest thanks proclaim To thee aloud we cry, 
Through all the earth ; God save the State! 5. s. Dwicur. 
To glory in your lot 508 (1257) 


Is duty,—but be not 
God’s benefits forgot 
; Amidst your mirth. 
3 The God of harvest praise ; 
Hands, hearts, and voices raise, 
With sweet accord ; 
From field to garner throng, 
Bearing your sheaves along, 
And in your harvest song 
Bless ye the Lord. MonTGoMERry. 


1 Lorp, from thy blesséd throne, 
Sorrow look down upon ! 
God save the poor! 
Teach them true liberty, 
Make them from tyrants free, 
Let their homes happy be! 
God save the poor ! 
2 The arms of wicked men 
Do thou with might restrain— 
God save the poor! 


1507 (1256) Raise thou their lowliness, 
1 Gop bless our native jand! Succor thou their distress, | 
Firm may she ever stand, Thou whom the meanest bless ; 
Through storm and night : God save the poor! 
When the wild tempests rave, 3 Give them stanch honesty, 
Ruler of wind and wave, Let their pride manly be— : 
Do thou our country save God save the poor! | 
By thy great might! Help them to hold the right, 
3 For her our prayer shall rise Give them both truth and might, 
To God, above the skies ; Lord of all life and light ! 


On him we wait : God save the poor! west 


- 


OURS COUNTRY, 


AMERICA. 6s & 4s. 


fathers died, Land of the pilgrims’ pride, From pte mountain side 


ry 
-_ ya 


M09 


2 My native country, thee, 
Land of the noble free, 
Thy name I love ; 

I love thy rocks and rills, 


Thy woods and templed hills ; 


My heart with rapture thrills 
Like that above, 


3 Let music swell the breeze, 
And ring from all the trees 
Sweet freedom’s song ; 
Let mortal tongues awake, 
Let all that breathe partake, 


Let rocks their silence break, 


The sound prolong. 


4 Our fathers’ God, to thee, 
. Author of liberty, 
To thee we sing ; 
Long may our land be bright 
With freedom’ s holy light, 
Protect us by thy might, 
‘Great God, our King! 


S. F,. Smrrx. 


(1255) | 510 


4 freedom ae 


This wide, enchanted ground, 
O God, is thine ; 
Our fathers knew thy name ; 
The trophies of their fame— 
Our heritage—proclaim 
A Power divine. 


Dear Native Land, rejoice ! 

Raise thou thy virgin voice 
To God on high; 

From all thy hills and bays, 

From all thy homes and ways, 

Let symphonies and praise 
Ascend the sky. 


And thou, Almighty One, 
At whose eternal throne 
She bows the knee; 
In all the coming time, 
Bless thou this favored clime, 
And may her deeds sublime 
Be hymns to thee! 


E. T. Winkcer. 


(1254) 


1 Our land, with mercies crowned, 


238 OCCASIONAL. 


HEBRON. L. M. 


I. Great God of na-tions! now to thee 


Our hymn of gra - ti- tude we raise ; 


Se 


pS 


With hum-ble heart, and bending knee, 


We of- fer thee our song of praise. 
= 


a= 


511 (1265) 
Great God of nations! now to thee 
Our hymn of gratitude we raise ; 
With humble heart, and bending knee, 
We offer thee our song of praise. 


Thy name we bless, Almighty God ! 
For all thy kindness thou hast shown, 
To this fair land the Pilgrims trod,— 
This land we fondly call our own. 


Here, freedom spreads her banner wide, 
And casts her soft and hallowed ray :— 
Here, thou our fathers’ steps didst 
guide 
In safety, through their dangerous way. 
‘We praise thee, that the gospel’s light, 
Through all our land, its radiance 
sheds ; 
Dispels fhe shades of error’s night, 


A 


’ Their care was first to honor God, 


And next to leave their children free. 


Above the forest’s gloomy shade, 

The altar and the school appeared : 

On that the gifts of faith were laid, 

On this their precious BES were 
reared. 


The altar and the school still stand, 
The sacred pillars of our trust ; 

And freedom’s sons shall fill the land, 
While we are sleeping in the dust. 


Before thine altar, Lord, we bend, 

With grateful song and fervent prayer ; 

For thou, who wast our fathers’ 
Friend, 

Wilt make their offspring still thy care. 


DOXOLOGY. 


And heavenly blessings round us Praise God, from whom all blessings 
‘spreads. fide 
512 (1266) | Praise him, all creatures here below ! 


1 WHEN driven by oppression’s rod, 
Our fathers fled beyond the sea, 


Praise him above, ye heavenly host ! 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost ! 


OURS COUNTRY. 


WILMOT. 7s. 


239 


Arr. by L, Mason. 


| 1. Swell the an-them, raise 


the song; 


|| SUS SSe See ees eee Bee 


Saints and an- gels, join 


Prais-es 


heavenly King. 


rasa 


513 
»2 Blessings from his liberal hand 
Flow around this happy land ; 
Kept by him, no foes annoy ; 
Peace and freedom we enjoy. 


(1268) 


3 Here beneath a virtuous sway 
May we cheerfully obey ; 
Never feel oppression’s rod ; 
Ever own and worship God. 


4 Hark! the voice of nature sings 
Praises to the King of kings ; 
Let us join the choral song, 
And the grateful notes prolong. 


514 (1269) 
t THANK.and praise Jehovah’s name! 
For his mercies, firm and sure, 
From eternity the same, 
To eternity endure. 


2 Let the ransomed thus rejoice, 
Gathesed out of every land, 
As the people of his choice, 
Plucked from the destroyer’s hand. 


2 eS 


3 Toa pleasant land he brings, 
Where the vine and olive grow, 
Where, from flowery hills, the springs 
Through luxuriant valleys flow. 


4 Oh, that men would praise the Lord 
For his goodness to their race ; 
For the wonders of his word, 


And the riches of his grace! 
MonrTGOMERY. 


515 (1270) 
1 PRatse, oh, praise our God and King, 
Hymns of adoration sing ; 

For his mercies still endure 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 


2 Praise him that he gave the rain 
To mature the swelling grain ; 
And has bid the fruitful field 
Crops of precious increase yield. 


3 Praise him for our harvest-store,— 
He hath filled the garner-floor,— 
And for richer Food than this, 


Pledge of everlasting bliss. 
H. W. Baxer. 
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OCCASIONAL. 


L. Mason. 


1. The Sav-iour kind - ly calls 


@ig: a2 1s HSS 


Our 


chil-dren to his breast ; 


folds them in 


his gra-cious arms; Him - self de-clares them blest. 
= Psa ee 7 ies + a 


516 
2 “Let them approach,” he cries, 
“Nor scorn their humble claim ; 
The heirs of heaven are such as these ; 
For such as these I came.” 


(1275) 


3 With joy we bring them, Lord, 
Devoting them to thee, 
Imploring that, as we are thine, 
Thine may our offspring be. 


517 
1 Our children thou dost claim, 
O Lord our God, as thine ; 
Ten thousand blessings to thy name 
For goodness so divine! 


(1276) 


2 Thee let the fathers own, 
Thee let the sons adore ; 
Joined to the Lord in solemn vows, 
To be forgot no more. 


3 How great thy mercies, Lord! 
How plenteous is thy grace! 
Which, in the promise of thy love, 
Includes our rising race. 


4 Our offspring, still thy care, 
Shall own their fathers’ God ! 
To latest times thy blessing share, 
And sound thy praise abroad. 


518 


1 THovu God of sovereign grace, 
In mercy now appear ; 
We long to see thy smiling face, 
And feel that thou art near. 


(1277) 


2 Receive these lambs to-day, 

O Shepherd of the flock, 
And wash the stains of guilt away. 

Beside the smitten Rock. 


3 To-day-in love descend ; 
Oh, come, this precious hour ; 
In mercy now their spirits bend 
By thy resistless power. 


4 Low bending at thy feet, 
Our offspring we resign: 
Thine arm is strong, thy love is great, 
And high thy glories shine. 


SUNDAY 


“ORIOLA. C.M. Double. 
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Wo. B. Brapsury, 


need - y,_ sin - ful 


As sup-pliants round thy 


D.s. Where shall we go, in _ time 


mer - cy - seat, 
of need, 


We come 
But to 


com - mand, 
of heaven? 


at thy 
the God 


2.’Tis for our chil - dren 


519 (1279) 
3 We ask not for them wealth or fame, 
Amid the worldly strife ; 
But, in the all-prevailing Name, 
We ask eternal life. 


4 We seek the Spirit’s quickening grace, | 
To make them pure in heart, 
That they may stand before thy face, 
And see thee as thou art. ‘ 


520 (1281) 
1 On, through Judea’s palmy plain, 
By Jordan’s silv’ry shore, 
_ The Saviour leads the thronging train, | 
Who follow to adore. 


we would plead, The off-spring thou hast given; 


2 ’Midst youth, and sire, and blooming 
maid, 
He marked the listening child ; 
His hand upon its head he laid, 
And blest in accents mild. 
3 Lord, though no more thy hallowed 
form 
Can greet our children’s sight, 
Grant that, whilst life their breasts 
shall warm 
Thy word may guide them right. 


4 They may not feel thine earthly touch ; 
But be thy Spirit given, 
To make them holy; “for of such 
The kingdom is of heaven.” 


242 OCCASIONAL, 


MIDDLETON. 8s & 7s. Double. 


5 We have met in_ peace to- geth-er In this house of God a - gain; 
* ( Con-stant friends have led us_hith - er, Here to chant the sol-emn strain; 


’ May the Spir- it of sal -va-tion Come withheal-ing in his wing. 


521 (1282)| Let us, while our hearts are lightest, 
In our fresh and early years, 

Turn to him whose smile is brightest, 
And whose grace will calm our fears. 


1 WE have met in peace together 

In this house of God again ; 
Constant friends have led us hither, 
Here to chant the solemn strain; | 3 Then he'll aid us, should existence 


Here to breathe our adoration, With its sorrows sting the breast ; 
Here the Saviour’s praise to sing ; Gleaming in the onward distance, 

May the Spirit of salvation Faith will mark the land of rest: 
Come with healing in his wing. There, ’midst day-beams round him 

2 We have met, and time is flying ; playing, . 

We shall part, and still his wing, — We our Father’s face shall see, 

Sweeping o’er the dead and dying, And shall hear him gently saying, 
Will the changeful seasons bring: “Little children, come tome.” 


TEMPERANCE. 


FLOINOIS. L: 
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| 
Fs Bond - age and death the cup contains; Dash to the earth the poisoned bowl! 


——_- > ro 


sa 
- ron chains, Com-pared with those that chafe the soul. 
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522 (1284) 
2 Hosannas, Lord, to thee we sing, 
Whose power the giant fiend obeys! 

What countless thousands tribute bring 
For happier homes and brighter days! 


Thou wilt not break the bruiséd reed, 
Nor leave the broken heart unbound ; 
The wife regains a husband freed ! 
The orphan clasps a father found! 


Spare, Lord, the thoughtless! guide 
the blind! 

Till man no more shall deem it just 

To live, by forging chains to bind 

His weaker brother in the dust. 


523 (1285) 


1 WE praise thee, Lord, if but one soul, 
While the past year prolonged its flight, 


Turned shudd’ring from the pois’nous | 


bowl, 
To health, and liberty, and light ! 


2 We praise thee—if one clouded home, 
Where broken hearts despairing pined, 


Beheld the sire and husband come, 
Erect, and in his perfect mind. 


Still give us grace, Almighty King, 
Unwavering at our posts to stand ; 
Till grateful at thy shrine we bring 


The tibute of a ransomed land. 


(524 (1286) 
t GReEaT God, whose hand outpours the 
rills [hills, 


And springs that burst from all the 

At whose command the rock was riven, 

Who send’st on all, thy rain from 
heaven ; 


2 We bless thee for the crystal draught 
By sinless man in Eden quaffed ; 
Type of that fount whose streams above 
Flood endless worlds with life and love ! 


Stay thou, O Lord, the tide of death! 

Rebuke the demon’s blasting breath ! 

And speed, oh, speed, on every shore, 

The day when strong drink slays no 
more ! 


nN 


244 
SHOEL. 


OCCASIONAL. 


Altered from SHOEL. 


a 


ao S 
1. E - ter-nalSourceof ev - ery joy, Well is thy praise our lips em-ploy, 
heh Pe oe 


While in thy tem-ple we 


resem 


Bue aoe 


525 (1289) 
2 The flowery spring at thy command, 
Perfumes the air, adorns the land ; 
The summer rays with vigor shine, 
To raise the corn, to cheer the vine. 
Thy hand, in autumn, richly pours, 
-Thro’ all our coasts, redundant stores : 
And winters, softened, by thy care, 
No more the face of horror wear. 
4 Seasons, and months, and weeks, and 
days, 
Demand successive songs of praise ; 
And be the grateful homage paid, 


With morning light and evening shade. 
DoppripcE, 


ww 


526 
1 Great God, we sing that mighty hand 
By which supported still we stand ; 
The opening year thy mercy shows ; 
Let mercy crown it till it close. 

By day, by night, at home, abroad, 
Still we are guarded by our God ; 

By his incessant bounty fed, 

By his unerring counsel led, 


tN 


(1290) | 


3 With grateful hearts the past we own ; 
The future, all to us unknown, 
We to thy guardian care commit, 
And peaceful leave before thy feet. 


4 In scenes exalted or deprest, 
Be thou our joy, and thou our rest ; 
Thy goodness all our hopes shall ‘alse, 


Adored through all our changing days. 
Dopprincez, 


oro (1291) 
t Our helper, God, we bless thy name, 
Whose love forever is the same ; 
The tokens of whose gracious care 
Begin and crown and close the year. 


2 Amid ten thousand snares we stand, 
Supported by thy guardian hand ; 
And see, when we review our ways, 
Ten thousand monuments of praise. 


3 Our grateful souls on Jordan’s shore 
Shall raise one sacred pillar more, 
Then bear, in thy bright courts above, 


Inscriptions of immortal love. 
Dopprince. 
7 


had 


1 
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THE YEAR, 245 


1. While with cease-less course the sun Hast - ed through the for - mer year, 


They have done with all 


528 (1294) 


2 As the winged arrow flies 3 Thanks for mercies past receive ; 
Speedily the mark to find ; Pardon of our sins renew ; 
As the lightning from the skies Teach us henceforth how to live 
Darts and leaves no trace behind ; With eternity in view ; 
‘Swiftly thus our fleeting days Bless thy word to young and old; 
Bear us down life’s rapid stream ; Fill us with a Saviour’s love ; 
Upward, Lord, our spirits raise, And when life’s short tale is told, 


All below is but a dream. May we dwell with thee above. newrox, 


ASHLAND. C. M. 


OCCASIONAL. 


It. Our Fa - ther! through the 


com - ing year 


what shall 


‘would leave 


with - out 


5: 29 (1295) 
2 It may be we shall toil in vain 
For what the world holds fair ; 
And all the good we thought to gain, 
Deceive and prove but care. 
3 It may be it shall. darkly blend 
Our love with anxious fears, 
And snatch away the valued friend, 
The tried of many years. 
4 It may be it shall bring us days 
And nights of lingering pain ; 
And bid us take a farewell gaze 
Of these loved haunts of men, 

5 But calmly, Lord, on thee we rest; 
No fears our trust shall move ; 
Thou knowest what for each is best, 

And thou art Perfect Love. 


(1299) 


53 
1 AND now, my soul, another year 
Of thy short life is past; 
I cannot long continue here, 
And this may be my last. 
2 Much of my hasty life is gone, 
Nor will return again ; 
And swift my passing moments run,— 
The few that yet remain. 
3 Behold, another year begins ; 
Set out afresh for heaven ; 
Seek pardon for thy former sins, 
In Christ so freely given. 
4 Devoutly yield thyself to God, 
And on his grace depend ; 
With zeal pursue the heavenly road, 
Nor doubt a happy end. 8 


e 


oot 


RHE YEAR » 


MARLOW. C. M. 


Now let us all 


thy pres-ence feel, 


And 


soft- en hearts of stone. 


EPG ate 


22 SS eee 


(1300) 


2 From all the guilt of former sin 


7 


May mercy set us free ; 
And let the year we now begin, 
Begin and end with thee. 


3 Send down thy Spirit from above, 


53 


That saints may love thee more, 
And sinners now may learn to love, 


Who never loved before. 
NEWTON. 


(1301) 


1 Gop of our lives, thy various praise 


Our voices shall resound: 
Thy hand directs our fleeting days, 
And brings the seasons round. 


2 In every scene of life, thy care, 


In every age, we see ; 
And constant as thy favors are, 
So let our praises be. 


3 Still may thy love, in every scene, 


- 


In every age, appear ; 
And let the same compassion deign 
To bless the opening year. 


t —=F 


4 If mercy smile, let mercy bring 
Our wandering souls to God: 
In our affliction we shall sing, 
If thou wilt bless the rod. 


HEGINBOTHAM, 
n 
533 (1302) 
r THE time is short! sinners, beware, 
Nor trifle life away ; 
The word of great salvation hear, 


While it is called to-day. 


2 The time is short! O sinners, now 
To Christ, the Lord, submit ; 
To mercy’s golden sceptre bow, 
And fall at Jesus’ feet. 


3 The time is short! ye saints, rejoice— 
The Lord will quickly come ; 
Soon shall you hear the Bridegroom’s 
voice, 
To call you to your home. 


4 The time is short! the moment near, 
When we shall dwell above, 
And be for ever happy there, 


With Jesus, whom we love. 
Hoskins, 
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LUCAS. 8s, 6s & Its. 


| 
Mas-ter ap-pear; His a- dor-a-ble will Let us glad-ly ful-fill, And our talents improve, By the 


pa-tience of hope, and the la - bor of love, By the pa-tience of hope, and the la - bor of love. 


534 (1303) 3 Oh, that each, in the day 
2 Our life is a’ dream ; Of his coming, may say, 
Our time, as a stream, “T have fought my way through ;~ 
Glides swiftly away, I have finished the work thou didst give 
And the fugitive moment refuses to stay ; ‘me to do ;” i 
The arrow is flown ; Oh, that each from his Lord if 
The moment is gone ; May receive the glad word, f 
The millennial year “Well and faithfully done ; < 


Rushes on to our view; and eternity’s| Enter into my joy, and sit down on my 
near. throne,” C. WesLey. — 


¢. 


Dime keeie Jer. Ee) Us: 


HOW I LOVE JESUS. C.M. 


CHORUS. 


535 © (891) 
2 "Twas grace that taught my heart to fear, 
And grace my fears relieved ; 
How precious did that grace appear, 
The hour I first believed ! 


3 Through many dangers, toils and snares, 
I have already come ; 
*Tis grace hath brought me safe thus far, 
And grace will lead me home. 


4 Yes—when this flesh and heart shall fail, 
“s And mortal life shall cease, 
‘ I shall possess, within the vail, 
A life of joy and peace. Newron, 


250 MISCELLANEOUS. 


WATCHMAN, TELL US OF THE NIGHT ze 
L. Mason, 


SOLO. First time. 


Watchman! tell us of thenight, What its signs ,of prom - ise are.— 
*{ Travel-er! o’er _ yon mountain’s height, .[Omzzt. |. <<... +05 «enews eneine Se t 


| Aught of hope or joy fore-tell?— Travel-er! yes; it brings the day— 


CHORUS for First and Second Verses. 


= . ~ 5 nfs Se 
== SS SSS SS 
. Prom-ised day of Is - ra - el. Travel-er! yes; it brings the day— 


2 Watchman! tell us of the night, Watchman! will its beams alone 1 
Higher yet that star ascends. — Gild the spot that gave them birth?— 
Traveler! blessedness and light, Traveler! ages are its own, 
Peace aud truth its course portends ! See, it bursts o’er all the earth. 


* May be sung to‘* E:tTHAM,” opposite page. : « 


» 
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3 Watchman! tell us of the night, Watchman! let thy wanderings cease ; 
For the morning seems to dawn— Hie thee to thy quiet home.— 
Traveler! darkness takes its flight, Traveler! lo! the Prince of Peace, © 
Doubt and terror are withdrawn.— Lo! the Son of God is come. 
Bowrinc. 
BRE SELAW.» 7s.) Double. L. Mason. 


Fine. 


: See the ran-somed mil-lions stand— Palms of con-quest in their hands! 
*{ This be-fore the throne their strain—‘‘ Hell is vanquished—death is slain! 
pb. c. Thrones and powers be-fore him fall— Lamb of God, and Lord of all!” 


—— = £. = 
Eel es z 


- or, glo-ry, might, Are the Con - queror’sna-tive right ; 


i te 


Blessing, hon - 


537 (1239) Then with all thy saints descend ; 


2 Hasten, Lord! the promised hour ; Then our earthly trials end. 


Come in glory and in power ; 2 Mindful of thy chosen race, 
Still thy foes are unsubdued— Shorten these vindictive days, 
Nature sighs to be renewed. Hear us now, and save thine own, 
Time has nearly reached its sum; ~ Who for full redemption groan. 
All things with the bride say “Come!” Now destroy the Man of Sin, 
Jesus ! whom all worlds adore, Now thine ancient flock bring in, 
Come—and reign for evermore. Filled with righteousness divine ; 
Conver. Claim a ransomed world for thine ! 
3 Plant thy heavenly kingdom here ; 
538 (1241)| Glorious in thy saints appear ; 
t Come, Desire of nations, come ; Speak the sacred number sealed, 
Hasten, Lord, the general doom ; Speak the mystery revealed : 
Hear the Spirit and the Bride ; Take to thee thy royal power ; 
Come, and take us to thy side. Reign, when sin shall be no more ! 
Thou who hast our place prepared, Reign, when death no more shall be ! 


Make.us meet for our reward ; Reign to all eternity ! 


252 MISCELLANEOUS. 


em the gold - 


en, 


SS 


Be - neath thy con-tem - pla - tion Sink heart and voice op - prest: 


—_- 
— 
= 


not What so- cial joys are there; 


— 


What ra-dian-cy of 


Dow 


2 They stand, those halls of Zion, 
Conjubilant with song, 
And bright with many an angel, 
And all the martyr throng. 
The Prince is ever in them ; 
The daylight is serene ; 
- The pastures of the blesséd 
Are decked in glorious sheen. 
3 There is the throne of David ; 
And there, from care released, 
The song of them that triumph, 
The shout of them that feast ; 


(1087) 


And they who with their Leader 
Have conquered in the fight, 
Forever and forever 
Are clad in robes of white. 
4 O sweet and blesséd country, 
Shall I e’er see thy face ? 
O sweet and blesséd country, ~ 
Shall I e’er win thy grace? 
Exult, O dust and ashes ! 
The Lord shall be thy part, 
His only, his forever 
Thou shalt be, and thou art! 


BERNARD. 


‘.. 
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GOLGOTHA. 8s & 7s. 


1. Come, O my soul, to Cal - va~ ry, 


the Man who died for thee 


for - get thee? How 


for - get thee? Dear Lord, re-mem - ber 


Hast thou forsaken me ?” 
aa (814) Cho.— How can I forget thee ? etc. 
5 Soon he who once was scourged and 
bound, 
Shall come again with glory crowned, 
And reign forevermore. 
Cho.—How can I forget thee? etc. 


2 Behold the Saviour’s agony— 
While groaning in Gethsemane, 
Beneath the sins of men. 
Cho.—How can I forget thee ? etc. 
3 With purple robe, and thorny crown, 
And mocking soldiers—bowing down, 
The Saviour bears my shame. 
Cho.—How can I forget thee ? etc. 


6 His saints shall crown him Lord of all 
Before him every foe shall fall, 


p : And every knee shall bow. 
4 Behold, they shed his precious blood, Cho.—How can I forget thee? etc. 
Oh ! hear him cry, “ My God, my God, Hastinas, 


254 ' MISCELLANEOUS. 


SAVIOUR, PILOT ME. = 7s. Double. J. E. Gouxp. 

e Fine. 
are a= SEs 24435 | 
1. Je - sus, Sav - iour, re i - lot me - ver life’s tem-pest-uous sea ; 

D. Ss, Chart and com - pass came from thee : Je - sus, Sav - iour, pi - lot me. 
= 
a sees a= 
¥ 
Unknownwaves be-fore me _ roll, Hid-ing rock, and treacherous shoal ; 
<P : > 
gatas = 

ye = 4 

Fa 
541 (1272) 

2 As a mother stills her child 3 When at last I near the shore, 
Thou canst hush the ocean wild ; And the fearful breakers roar 
Boisterous waves obey thy will ’*Twixt me and the peaceful rest, 
When thou sayest to them “ Be still.” Then, while leaning on thy breast, 
Wondrous Sovereign of the sea, May I hear thee say to me, 

Jesus, Saviour, pilot me. “ Fear not, I will pilot thee !” 
WAVE. 8s, 7s & 4s. Arr, by Wm. B, Brapsury. 


Cheer the pi - lot’s vis - ion drea- ry, Far, far at>” “sea, 


542 (1271) 
2 Star of hope! gleam on the billow; | 3 Star Divine! oh, safely guide him, 
Bless the soul that sighs for thee, — Bring the wanderer home to thee ; 


Bless the sailor’s lonely pillow, Sore temptations Jong have tried him, — 


Far, far at sea. Far, far at sea. 


a a a | 
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AUTUMN. 8s & 7s. Double. SPANISH. 
Spec soe St 


rT; Gio: rious things of thee are spok - 


SO, Z1=.0n, cit’ = y 4, of our oF 


.S. With sal - va -tion’s walls sur-round - 


He whose word can-not be brok - en, Formed thee for 


a - bode: 
thy foes. 


his own 


ed, Thoumayestsmile at all 


On the Roce: 


~~ = p— 9 —— 9 


ee “a found-ed, 


SSS - 
> Sa Ss 


543 (815) 
1 GLorious things of thee are spoken, 
Zion, city of our God; 
He whose word cannot be broken, 
Formed thee for his own abode: 
On the Rock of Ages founded, 
What can shake thy sure repose? 
With salvation’s walls surrounded, 
Thou mayst smile at all thy foes. 


See, the streams of living waters, 
. Springing from eternal love, 
Well supply thy sons and daughters, 
And all fear of want remove : 

Who can faint, while such a river 
Ever fléws their thirst t’ assuage ? 
Grace which, like the Lord the Giver, 

Never fails from age to age. 


3 Round each habitation hovering, 
See the cloud and fire appear 
For a glory and a covering, 
Showing that the Lord is near : 
Thus deriving from their banner 
Light by night and shade by day, 
Safe they feed upon the manna 
Which he gives them when they pray. 


4 Saviour, if of Zion’s city 
I, through grace, a member am, 
Let the world deride or pity, 
I will glory in thy Name: 
Fading is the worldling’s pleasure, 
All his boasted pomp and show ; 
Solid joys and lasting treasure 


None but Zion’s children know. 
NeEwrTon. 


256 MISCELLANEOUS. 


PENITENCE. 7s, 6s & 8s. _ Oakey. 


thy pity - ing eye Call back. a  wan- dering sheep; 


Halsep to eethee, alike) Pes- ter sent Would fain like Pe - ter weep! 


p.s. Turn,and look up- on me, Lord! And break my heart of stone. 


544 (697) 
2 Saviour, Prince, enthroned above, 
Repentance to impart, 
Give me, through thy dying love, 
The humble, contrite heart : 
Give what I have long implored, 
A portion of thy grief unknown ; 
Turn, and look upon me, Lord! 
And break my heart of stone. 
For thine own compassion’s sake, 
The gracious wonder show ; 
Cast my sins behind thy back, 
And wash me white as snow: 
If thy mercies now are stirred, 
If now I do myself bemoan, 
Turn, and look upon me, Lord! 
And break my heart of stone. c. Westey. 


MISCELLANEOUS, 257 
GANGES. Cc. P. M. CHANDLER, 


545 (703) 
2 I heard the law its thunders roll, 
While guilt lay heavy on my soul— 
A vast oppressive load ; 
All creature-aid I saw was vain ; 
The sinner “must be born again,” 
Or drink the wrath of God. , 
3 The saints I heard with rapture tell— 
How Jesus conquered death and hell 
To bring salvation near ; 
Yet still I found this truth remain— 
The sinner “ must be born again,” 
Or sink in deep despair. 
4 But while I thus in anguish lay, 
The bleeding Saviour passed that way, 
My bondage to remove ; 
The sinner, once by justice slain, 
Now by his grace is born again, 
And sings redeeming love. Ockum, 


258 MISCELLANEOUS. 


GO, AND TELL JESUS. T. F. Sewarp. By permission. 

| 1. Go, and tell Je- sus, wea-ry, sin-sick soul, He'll ease thee of thy burd - en, 
make thee whole; Look upto him, he on-ly can forgive, Be-lieve on him, and 
=0-5 6 Dee 

CHORUS. 
thou shalt sure-ly live. Go, and wie Je - sus, i, on - ly can for- - give; 
Keys} - - ta - - id . 
: Go, and tell Je - sus, oh, turn to him and live. Go, and tell Je - sus; 
7 
es SS a 
Go, and tell Je- SUS ; Go, and tell Je- sus, he on-ly can for-give. 


546 (702) | 
2 Go, and tell Jesus, when your sins arise . 
Like mountains of deep guilt before your eyes: 
His blood was spilt, his precious life he gave, 
That mercy, peace and pardon you might have. 
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3 Go, and tell Jesus, he’ll dispel thy fears, 
Will calm thy doubts, and wipe away thy fears, 
He'll take thee in his arm, and on his breast 
Thou mayst be happy, and for ever rest. 


VIOLA. 7s. 6lines. 


- When, a - long 


=) aS 
life’s thorn-y road, Faints the soul be -neath the load, t 


By its cares and sins op-pressed, Finds on earth no peace or. rest; 
D. Gey jJe'="sus,/ to thy feet we flee, Je- sus, we will look to thee. 
: ca ea 


When the wi - ly -tempter’s near, Fill-ing us with doubtsand fear,— 


B47 (1019) 548 (1020) 
2 Thou, our Saviour, from the throne 1 WHEN our heads are bowed with woe, 
List’nest to thy people’s moan ; When our bitter tears o’erflow, 
Thou, the living Head, dost share When we mourn the lost, the dear, 
Ev’ry pang thy members bear ; Gracious Son of Mary, hear! 
Full of tenderness thou art, Thou our throbbing flesh hast worn, 
Thou wilt heal the broken heart ; Thou our mortal griefs hast borne, 
Full of pow’r, thine arm shall quell Thou hast shed the human tear : 
All the rage and might of hell. Gracious Son of Mary, hear ! 
3 Mighty to redeem and save, 2 When the solemn death-bell tolls 
Thou hast overcome the grave ; For our own departing souls, 
Thou the bars of death hast riv’n, When our final doom is near, 
Open’d wide the gate of heav’n: Gracious Son of Mary, hear! 
Soon in glory thou shalt come, Thou hast bowed the dying head, 
Taking thy poor pilgrims home ; Thou the blood of life hast shed, 
Jesus, then we all shall be Thou hast filled a mortal bier : 


Ever, ever, Lord, with thee. Gracious Son of Mary, hear! 
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RATHBUN. 


8s & Ts. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 


the cross of Christ I glo -ry, 


oe 
Towering o’er the wrecks of time; 
re 


549 (486) 


2 When the woes of life o’ertake me, 
Hopes deceive, and fears annoy, 
Never shall the cross forsake me : 
Lo! it glows with peace and joy. 
3 Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure, 
By the cross are sanctified ; 
Peace is there, that knows no measure, 
Joys that through all time abide. 
4 In thy cross of Christ I glory, 
Tow’ring o’er the wrecks of time ; 
All the light of sacred story 
Gathers round its head sublime. 


Bowrinc. 
ow (487) 


1 Sweet the moments, rich in blessing, 
Which before the cross I spend ; 
Life, and health,and peace possessing, 
From the sinner’s dying Friend. 
2 Here I'll sit, forever viewing 
Mercy streaming in his blood ; 
Precious drops ! my soul bedewing, 
Plead and claim my peace with God. 
3 Here it is I find my heaven - 
While upon the cross I gaze ; 


Gath-ers round its head sub-lime. 


7 4 
I’m a miracle of grace. 


4 Love and grief my heart dividing, 
With my tears his feet I’ll bathe ; 
Constant still in faith abiding, 
Life deriving from his death. 


ALLEN. 
Son 


(982) 
1 Jesus only, when the morning 
Beams upon the path I tread ; 
Jesus only, when the darkness 
Gathers round my weary head. 


2 Jesus only, when the billows 
Cold and sullen o’er me roll ; 
Jesus only, when the trumpet 
Rends the tomb and wakes the soul. 


3 Jesus only, when in judgment 
Boding fears my heart appall ; . 
Jesus only, when the wretched 
On the rocks and mountains call. 
7 


4 Jesus only, when, adoring, 

Saints their crowns before him bring 
Jesus only, I will, joyous, 

Through eternal ages sing. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 
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BEYOND THE SMILING: AND THE WEEPING. 


W. A. TarsutTon. 


=; 
Sweet 


Love, rest, and home ! 


(1146) 
Beyonp the smiling and the weeping, | 
I shall be soon; || 
Beyond the waking and thé sleeping, 
Beyond the sowing and the reaping, | 

I shall be soon. 
Love, rest and home! Sweet home! ° 
Lord, tarry not, but come. 


2 Beyond the blooming and the fading, | 
I shall be soon ; || 
Beyond the shining and the shading, | 
Beyond the hoping and the dreading, | 
[ shall be soon. | 
Love, rest, and home! Sweet home ! 
Lord, tarry not, but come. 


home ! 


Lord, tar-ry not, but come. 


3 Beyond the rising and the setting, | 
I shall be soon ; || 
Beyond the calming and the fretting, | 
Beyond remembering and forgetting | 
I shall be soon. || 
Love, rest, and home! Sweet home! 
Lord, tarry not, but come. 


4 Beyond the parting and the meeting, | 
I shall be soon ; || 
Beyond the farewell and the greeting, | 
Beyond the pulse’s fever beating, | 
I shall be soon. || 
Love, rest, and home! Sweet home! 
Lord, tarry not, but come. 


5 Beyond the frost-chain and the fever, | 
I shall be soon ; || 
Beyond the rock-waste and the river, | 
’ Beyond the ever and the never, | 
/ I shall be soon. | 
; Love, rest and home! Sweet home ! 


Lord, tarry not, but come. 


Bonar, 
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NO TIME DOePRAY. J. E. Goutp. Subject from Von Weper. 
TRIO. DUET. 


(aaa oe 


I. Noti time to | pray! no ae to bray Oh, who so fraught with earthly care, As 


QUARTET. 


— je FE = = ¢ = : e f 
“not Sy give to hum- ble prayer Some part of day? Some part of day? 


553 (P. 576)- 
2 No time to pray! 
What heart so clean, so pure within, 
That needeth not some check from sin— 
Needs not to pray ? 
3 No time to pray! 
’*Mid each day’s dangers, what retreat 
More needful than the mercy-seat ? 
Who must not pray ! 
4 No time to pray! 
Must care or business urgent call, 
So press us as to take it all, 
Each passing day? 
5 No time to pray! 
* Then sure your record falleth short ; 
Excuse will fail you as resort 
On reckoning day. _ 
6 What thought more drear, 
Than that our God his face should hide, 
And say through all life’s swelling tide, 
No time to hear ! 
7 Cease not to pray ; 
On Jesus as your all rely. 
Would you live happy—happy die? 
Take time to pray. 


IBNOO.(O ML (OC DSS 


L. M. 
Praise God, from whom all blessings 
flow ! 
Praise him, all creatures here below ! 
Praise him above, ye heavenly host ! 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost! 


SREP 
Let God the Father, and the Son, 
And Spirit, be adored, 
Where there are works to make him 
known, 
Or saints to love the Lord. 


SM; 
Ye angels round the throne, 
And saints that. dwell below, 
Worship the Father, praise the Son, 
And bless the Spirit too. 


Ft Mi: 


To God the Father, Son, 
And Spirit, ever blest, 
Eternal Three in One, 
All worship be addrest : 
As heretofore it was, is now, 
And shall be so, for evermore. 


C; IscaM. 


O Fatuer of unbounded might, 
O Son, and Holy Ghost, 

Adored by all the saints in light, 
And by the angel host,— 

Our humble praise we bring to thee, 

And will, throughout eternity. 


GCePahve 


To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost 
Be praise amid the heavenly host 
And in the church below ; 
From whom all creatures draw their 
breath, 
By whom redemption blessed the earth, 
From whom all comforts flow. 


Nek BE i 


Now to the great and sacred Three, 
The Father, Son, and Spirit, be 
Eternal praise and glory given, 
Through all the worlds where God is 
known, 
By all the angels near the throne, 
And all the saints in earth and heaven. 


7s. 


Holy Father, Holy Son, 

Holy Spirit, Three in One, 
Praise and glory be to thee 
Now and through eternity. 


7s. Double. 


PRAISE our glorious King and Lord, 
Angels waiting on his word, 

Saints that walk with him in white, 
Pilgrims walking in his light: 

Glory to the Eternal One, 

Glory to his only Son, 

Glory to the Spirit be 

Now, and through eternity. 
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7s. 6 lines. 
PRAISE the name of God most high, 
Praise him, all below the sky, 
Praise him, all ye heavenly host, 
Father, Son, and Holy Ghost: 
As through countless ages past, 
Evermore his praise shall last. 


8s & 7s. 
PrRaIseE the God of our salvation, 
Praise the Father’s boundless love, 
Praise the Lamb, our expiation, 
Praise the Spirit from above. 


Se ce7Gsy IBXop bl ey 
Praise the God of all creation, 
Praise the Father’s boundless love, 
Praise the Lamb, our expiation,— 
Priest and King, enthroned above, 
Praise the Fountain of salvation,— 
Him by whom our spirits live ; 
Undivided adoration 
To the one Jehovah give. 


8s, 7s & 4. 
Great Jehovah, we adore thee, 
God the Father, God the Son, . 
God the Spirit, joined in glory 
On the same eternal throne: 
Endless praises 
To Jehovah, Three in One. 


6s & As. 


To God the Father, Son, 

And Spirit, Three in One, 

_ All praise be given ! 

Crown him in every song; 

To him your hearts belong ; 

Let all his praise prolong 
On earth, in heaven! 


| Eternal praise 


DOXOLOGIES. 


7s & 6S, 

To thee be praise forever, 

Thou glorious King of kings! _ 
Thy wondrous love and favor 

Each ransomed spirit sings ; 
We'll celebrate thy glory 

With all thy saints above, 
And shout the joyful story 

Of thy redeeming love. 


7s & 6s. 

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, - 

One God, whom we adore, 
Join we with the heavenly host” 

To praise thee evermore : 
Live, by heaven and earth adored, 

Three in One, and One in Three, . 
Holy, holy, holy Lord, 

All glory be to thee! 


10s. 


To Father, Son, and Spirit, ever blest, 
and worship be ad- 


dressed ; 

From age to age, ye saints, his name 
adore, 

And spread his fame, till time shall be 
no more! | 
11s. : 
O Fatuer Almighty, to thee be ad- 
drest, : 
With Christ and the Spirit, One God 
ever blest, ? 


All glory and worship, from earth an 
from heaven, \ 

As was, and is now, and shall ever be 
given. 


CaieAS Nel S.. 


No.1. GLORIA IN EXCELSIS. 
Congregation. 


. we | beweeewe Sa see ——— ——- ===] 
1 Gtory beto | God on | high, || and on earth | peace, good- | will toward | men. 


2 We praise thee, we bless thee, we | worship | thee, || we glorify thee, we give 
thanks"to | thee for | thy great | glory, 


O Lord God, | heavenly | King,’ || God the | Father, | Al- | mighty. 


4 O Lord, the only begotten Son, | Jesus | Christ ; || O Lamb of God, Lamb of | 
God, Son | of the | Father, 


Choir and i Congregation alternately. 


== = SSS SS ee 
| — ———— 
o ad — 


5 That takest away the | sins * of the | world, || have mercy | upon | us. 

6 Thou that takest away the | sins * of the | world, || have mercy | upon | us. 
7 Thou that takest away the | sins « of the | world; || re- | ceive our | prayer. 
8 Thou that sittest at the right hand of | God the | Father, || have mercy | up- 


on | us. 
hy Full Chorus. 
ele 3 ES 9 Sih 
& 353 ae ts a ¢3t= | 
————— Lass 


_ g For théu | only « art | holy ; || thou | only | art the | Lord; 


10 Thou only, O Christ, with the | Holy | Ghost, || art most high in the | glory 
_of | God the | Father. |] A-| men. — . - 
La . 
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No. 2. TE DEUM LAUDAMUS. 


Choir. 1 We praise | thee, O | God; 
3 To thee all angels | cry a-| loud; + 
5 Holy, | Holy, | Holy, 
7 The glorious company of the Apostles | praise — | thee. 
9 The Father of an | Infinite | Majesty ; 
11 Thou | art the | King 
13 When thou tookest upon thee to de- | liver | Man, 
15 Thou sittest at the right | hand of | God, 
17 We therefore pray thee | help thy | servants, 
19 O Lord, | save thy | people, 
21 Day — | by | day 
23 Vouch- | safe, O | Lord, 
25 O Lord, let thy mercy | be up- | on us, 


Congregation. 2 AL the earth doth | worship | thee, : 
4 To thee Cherubim and | Sera- | phim 
6 Heaven and | earth are | full 
8 The noble army of Martyrs | praise — | thee. 
10 Also the | Holy | Ghost, 
ug Thou art the ever- | lasting | Son 
14 When thou hadst overcome the | sharpness of | death, 
16 We believe that | thou shalt | come 
18 Make them to be numbered | with thy | Saints, 
20 Gov- | — ern | them, 
22 And we | worship thy | Name, 
24 O Lord, have | mercy up- | on us, 
26 O Lord, in thee | have I | trusted, 
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TE DEUM, Concluded, 


we acknowledge | thee to | be the | Lord. 2 

the Heavens, and. | all the | Powers there- | in. 4 

Lord | God of | Saba-| oth. 6 

The goodly fellowship of the | Prophets | praise — | thee. 8 
Thine adorable | true, and | only | Son ; 10 

of | Glory, |} O — | Christ. 12 

thou didst humble thyself to be | born — | of a | Virgin. 14 
in the | Glory | of the | Father. 16 

whom thou hast redeemed pent thy | precious | blood. 18 


and | bless — | — thine | heritage. 20 
we | magni- | fy — | thee. 22 

to keep us | this day | without | sin. 24 
as our | trust — | is in | thee. 26 


the | Father | ever- | lasting. 3 

con- | tinual- | ly do | cry. 5 

of the | Majesty | of thy | Glory. 7 ; 

The Holy Church throughout all the world | doth ac- | knowledge | thee ; g 
the | Com- — | — fort- | er. 11 

of | — the | Fa- — | ther. 13 

thou didst open the Kingdom of | Heaven to | all be- | lievers. 15 

to | be — | our — | Judge. 17 

in | glory | ever- | lasting. 19 
and, lift them | up for- T eer: 21 
_ever | world — | without | end. 23 
have | mercy | upon | us. 25 

_let me | never | be con- |; founded. 
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No.5: BONUM EST CONFITERI. 


Chotr. 


1 Ir is a good thing to give thanks un- | to the | Lord, |] and to sing praises 
unto thy | name, — | O Most | Highest ; 2 


3 Upon an instrument of ten strings, and up- | on the | lute; || upon a loud in- 
' strument, | and up- | on the | harp. 4 


5 Glory be to the Father, and | to the | Son, | and | to the | Holy | Ghost ; 6 
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BONUM EST CONFITERI. Concluded. 


Congregation. 
2 To tell of thy loving-kindness early | in the | morning, || and of thy truth | in 
the | night — | season; 3 


4 For thou, Lord, hast made me glad | through thy | works ; || and I will rejoice 
in giving praise for the ope- | rations | of thy | hand. 5 


6 As it was in the beginning, is now, and | ever « shall | be, || world | without | 
‘end. <A-| men. . 


270 CHANTS. 


No. 9. .DEUS MISEREATUR. 


Choir. 


1 Gop be merciful unto | us, and | bless us, || and show us the light of his coun- 
tenance, and be | merciful | unto | us. 2 


3 Let the people | praise thee, O | God ; || yea, let all the | people | praise — | 
thee. 4 


5 Let the people | praise thee, O | God; || yea, let all the | people | praise — | 
thee. 6 ; ; 


8 Glory be to the Father, and | to the | Son, || and | to the | Holy | Ghost su 
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DEUS MISEREATUR, Concluded, 


Congregation. 
'2 That thy way may be | known upon | earth, || thy saving | health a- | mong 
_ all | nations. 3 ; 
4 Oh let the nations re- | joice and be | glad ; || for thou shalt judge the folk 
righteously, and govern the | nations | upon | earth. 5 F 
6 Then shall the earth bring | forth her | increase ; || and God, even our own | 


God, shall | give * us his | blessing. 7 - 
7 God | shall — | bless us ; || and all the ends of the | world shall | fear — | 
hirh. 8 


g As it was in the beginning, is now, and | ever * shall | be, || world | without | 
end. A-| men. ' 
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No: 18. ._BENEDIC, ANIMA MEA. 


Choir. 


1 Praise the Lord, | O my | soul ; || and all that is within me | praise his | ho- 
ly | name. 2 


3 Who forgiveth | all thy | sin, |] and healeth | all - thine in- | firmi- | ties. 4 
5 Oh praise the*Lord, ye Angels of his, ye that ex- | cel in | strength, || ye that 


_ fulfil his commandment, and hearken un- | to the | voice * of his | word. 6 


8 Glory be to the Father, and | to the | Son, || and | to the | Holy | Ghost ; 9 
. | : a 
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BENEDIC, ANIMA MEA, Concluded, 


Congregation. 
2 Praise the Lord, | O my | soul, || and forget not | all his | bene- | fits ; 3 


4 Who saveth thy life | from de- | struction, || and crowneth thee with | mercy- 
and | loving- | kindness. 5 : 
6 O praise the Lord, all | ye his | hosts ; || ye servants of | his that | do his | 


pleasure. 7 
7 Ospeak good of the Lord, all ye works of his, in all places of | his do- | 
mitiion. || Praise thou the | Lord, — | O my | soul. 8 


g As it was in the beginning, is now, and | ever ° shall | be, || world | without | 
end. A-| men. 


274 CHANTS, 


No. 17. . CONSIDER? THE LILIES. J. E. Goutp. 
——— ee 
ee 
1. Consider, consider The | lilies of the field, whose........ bloom is brief, _ 
2. Consider, consider The | sparrows of the air, of.......... small ac- | count, 
3. Consider, consider The | lilies that do neither... ....... spin nor | toil, 
4. Consider, consider The | birds that have no barn, nor.... | har - vest | weeks, 
“2. 
2, —< a 


Weare as they, Like tnem we........ fade a- | way, As |doth a leaf. 
Our God doth view, Whether they.... | fall or |mount,He | guardsus | too. 
Yet are most fair; What profits...... all this | care, And all this | toil? 


God gives them food; Much more our | Fa - ther |seeks To |do us | good. 


No. 18. HOW PLEASANT, HOW . DIVINE DY. 


LANnGpon. 


With long desire my | spir- it | faints | To meet th’as-|sem-blies|of thy | saints. 


ws 
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2 My flesh would rest in | thine a- | bode; 
My panting heart cries | out for | God ;_ 
My God, my King, why | should I | be 
So far from | all my | joys and | thee. 


3 Blest are the saints who | sit on | high, 
Around thy | throne a- | bove the | sky ; 
Thy brightest glories | shine a- | bove, 
And all their | work is | praise and | love. 

4 Blest are the souls who | find a | place 
Within the | temple | of thy | grace; 


There they behold thy | gentler | rays, 
And seek thy | face, and | learn thy | praise. 


No. 19.. OJR HABITATION. 


1 Lorp, thou hast been our dwelling-place, in | all * gené- | rations. 


Before the mountains were brought forth, or ever thou hadst formed the earth 
and the world, even from everlasting to ever- | lasting, | thou art | God. 


N 


3 Thou turnest man to destruction ; and sayest, Return, ye | children of | men. 
4 For a thousand years in thy sight are but as yesterday when it is past, and | 
as a | watch - in the | night. 
5 Thou carriest them away as with a flood ; they are as a sleep ; in the morning 
they are like grass which | groweth | up. 
. 6 In the morning it flourisheth, and groweth up ; in the evening it is cut | down, 
cut | down, and | withereth. 
7 Who knoweth the power of thine anger? Even according to thy fear ; | so is 
*' thy | wrath. ’ 
8 So teach us to number our days, that we may ap- | ply our | hearts * unto | 
wisdom. 
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No. 20. LEVAVI OCULUS. 


1 I wit lift up mine eyes unto the hills, from whence | cometh * my | help. 
My help cometh from the Lord, | which made | heaven ° and | earth. 

2 He will not suffer thy foot to be moved: he that keepeth thee | will not 
~ slumber. 
Behold, he that keepeth Israel shall | neither | slumber * nor | sleep. 

3 The Lord is thy Keeper: the Lord is thy shade upon | thy right | hand. 
The sun shall not smite thee by day, | nor the | moon by | night. 

4 The Lord shall preserve thee from all evil he shall pre- | serve thy | soul. 

The Lord shall preserve thy going out and thy coming in from this time forth, 
and | even * for | ever- | more. 

Glory be to the Father, and | to the | Son, | and | to the | Holy | Ghost ; 

As it was in the beginning, is now, and | ever * shall | be, || world | without | 
end. A- | men. 


NU 


No. 21. LAXTATUS SUM. 


t I was glad when they said | unto He me, 

Let us go into the | house — | of the | Lord. 
2 Our feet shall stand with- | in thy | gates, 

O Je- | ru-— | sa- — | lem. 
3 Pray for the peace of Je- | rusa- | lem: 

They shall | prosper * that | love — | thee. 
4 Peace be with-'| in thy | walls, 

And prosperity with- | in thy | pala- | ces. mz 
5 For my brethren and com- | panions’ | sakes, 

I will now say, | Peace — | be with- |'in thee. - 
6 Because of the house of the | Lord our | God, 

I will | seek — | thy — | good. 

Glory be to the Father, etc. 
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RESPONSE TO THE COMMANDMENTS. No.1. 


hearts, we be -  seéch.... thee. 
nN 


1 THE law of the Lord is perfect, con- | verting * the | soul : 
The testimony of the Lord is sure, making | wise the | simple. 


2 The statutes of the Lord are right, re- | joicing * the | heart: 
The commandment of the Lord is pure, en- | lightening * the | eyes. 


3 The fear of the Lord is clean, en- | during * for- | ever: 
The judgments of the Lord are true and righteous | alto- | gether. 
4 More to be desired are they than gold, yea, than | much fine | gold: 
Sweeter also than honey and the | honey- | comb. 


5 Moreover by them is thy | servant | warned : 
And in keeping of them there is | great re- | ward. 


RESPONSE TO THE COMMANDMENTS. No. 8. 


‘ 
-_ Lorp, -have | mercy up- | on us, 
And write all these thy laws in our hearts, we be- | seech — | thee. 


278 CHANTS. 


BAPTISMAL RESPONSES. 


MINISTER.—Then cometh Jesus from Galilee to Jordan unto John, to be baptized 
of him. 


1. CHorr.—But John forbade him, saying, I have need to be baptized of thee, 
and comest | thou to | me? 


MinisTer.—And Jesus answering said unto him, Suffer it to be so now: for thus 
-it becometh us to fulfill all righteousness. 


2. CuHorr.—And Jesus, when he was baptized, went up straightway out of the 


water ; and lo, the heavens were opened unto him, and he saw the Spirit 
of God descending like a | dove, and | lighting * up- | on him. e, 
MINISTER.—And lo, a voice from heaven, saying, This is my beloved Son, in 


whom I am well pleased. 
1. CuHorr.—Ye are my friends if ye do whatso- | ever - I com- | mand you. 


MINISTER.—Go ye therefore, and teach all nations, baptizing them in the name of 
the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost. : 


2. -CHorr.—Teaching them to observe all things whatsoever I have commanded 
you, and lo, I am with you alway, even unto the | end ° of the | world. 
A- | men. 


MINISTER.—Know ye not, that so many of us as were baptized into Jesus Christ 
were baptized into his death? 


2. CHorr.—Therefore we are buried with him by baptism into death, that like as 


Christ was raised up from the dead by the glory of the Father, even so we ~ 


also should | walk in | newness of | life. 


MINISTER.—For if we have been planted together in the likeness of his death, we 
shall be also zz ‘he likeness of his resurrection. 


1. Cuorr.—Buried with him in baptism, whence also ye are risen with him 
‘through the faith of the operation of God, who hath | raised him~ from 
the | dead. 


Minister.—If ye then be risen with Christ, seek those things which are above, 
where Christ sitteth on the right hand of God, Set your affections on 
things above, not on things on the earth. 
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2 Cuorr.—For ye are dead, and your life is hid with Christ in God. When 
Christ who is our life shall appear, then shall ye also ap* | pear with | 
him in | glory. 


Mrinister.— Whosoever therefore shall break one of these least commandments, 
and shall teach men so, he shall be called the least in the kingdom of 
heaven ; but whosoever shall do and teach them, the same shall be called 
great in the kingdom of heaven. 


SENTENCE. 
Cuorr.—Lord have mercy up-| on — | us, || and write all these thy laws in 
our | hearts, — | we be- | seech thee. 


GLORIA PATRI. 


Cuoir.—Glory be to the Father, and to the Son, and to the | Holy | Ghost ; || As 
it was in the beginning, is now, and ever shall be, world without | end, 
A-| men! A+| men! 


RESPONSIVE CHANT. GREGORIAN. 
4. 


INDEX OF FIRST LINES. — 


A BEAUTIFUL land by faith I see........ 
AGChaT se LOMcee pulanaviesmumtsite eicicle!s cele 
Ar crown Of clOryaDrignt. wrrcic owls sce 6 oe 
Alas ! and did my Saviour bleed....... 
All hail the pow’r of Jesus’ name...... 
All that I was, my sin and guilt........ 
Almighty Saviour, here we stand....... 
Always with us, always with us........ 
Amazing grace ! how sweet the sound.. 
Amazing sight! the Saviour stands..... 
Amt a.soldier of the cross Ss ewteaisssieias 
Amidst us our Beloved stands......... 
A mother may forgetful be...........-+ 
PANIC ATE We Vet Ally ei yew islaliaeciellerslainlelel= 
PAM icam Ll yetdelay-t-iersicie\e’stelstais astcinieiant> 
And did the Holy and the Just......... 
And must this body die..............- 
And now, my soul, another year........ 
And will the Judge descend........... 
Angels rejoiced and sweetly sung...... 
A parting hymn we sing............0.. 
Approach, my soul, the mercy-seat..... 
Arise! arise! with joy survey.......... 
Arise, Wiryssolil; arise: <1. \siswareeslemionions 
Arise, my soul, fly up and run........ 

Arm of the Lord, awake, awake........ 
Around the throne of God in heaven... 
Ashamed to be a Christian 
Ask ye what great thing I know....... 
Asleep in Jesus! blessed sleep........ 

At anchor laid, remote from,home...... 
At even ere the sun was set.........3.. 
A throne of grace! then let us go...... 
At thy command, our dearest Lord..... 
Awake, and sing the song.....++.+.... 
Awake, awake, the sacred song........ 
Awaked by Sinai’s awful sound........ 
Awake, my soul, in joyful lays......... 


HYMN 
Awake, my soul, lift up thine eyes...... 367 
Awake, my soul! stretch every nerve... 374 
Awake, our souls! away, our fears..... 366 
BEAUTIFUL Zion, built above........... 434 
Before Jehovah’s awful throne......... 35 
Begin, my tongue, some heavenly theme 60 
Begone, unbelief! my Saviour is near.. 404 
Behold a Stranger at the door........ ow 167 
Behold! behold! the Lamb of God..... 98 
Behold the glories of the Lamb........ 143 
Behold, the heathen waits to know..... 497 
Behold the mountain of the Lord....... 297. 
Behold ! what wondrous grace......+.. 293 
Beyond the smiling and the weeping... 552 
Blessed angels, high in heaven......... 359 
Blessed be the dear, uniting love....... 269 
Bless, O my soul, the living God....... 46 
Blest be the tie that binds........ Panta S74. 
Blest Comforter Divine.. .2<. 2... Seapets 2 315 
Blest feast of love divine........... aah, 205 
Blest is the man whose softening heart.. 347 
Blow ye the trumpet, blow.......... seer 4rOS 
Bondage and death the cup contains.... 522 
Broad is the road that leads to death.... 162 
Builder of mighty worlds on worlds.... 479 
CALM me, my God, and keep me calm.. 349 
Children of the heavenly King..... esee 301 
Christ, above all glory seated.........- 119 
Christians, the glorious hope ye know.. 496 
Christ, of all my hopes the ground..... 392 
Come at the morning hour.......-.-... 23 
Come, Desire of nations, come.......- 538 
Come, gracious Spirit, heavenly Dove.. 150 
Come, happy souls, adore the Lamb.... 255 
Come hither, all ye weary souls....... + 169 
Come, Holy Spirit, calm mymind...... 151 


INDEX OF BERS tN ES. 


Come, Holy Spirit, come, With energy.. 
Come, Holy Spirit, Dove divine...... af 
Come, Holy Spirit, Heavenly Dove..... 
Came in, thou blessed of our God...... 
Come in, thou blessed of the Lord..... 
Come, let us anew our journey pursue. . 
Come, let us join our cheerful songs... 
Come, let us join our friends above.... 
Come, let us join our songs of praise... 
Come, let us sing the song of songs.... 
Come, let us strike our harps afresh.... 


Come, Lord, and tarry not......... vitae 
Come, Lord, in mercy come again...... 
Come, my soul, thy suit prepare...... : 
Come, O Creator Spirit blest........... 
Come, O my soul, in sacred lays....... 
Come, O my soul, to Calvary.......... 


Come, sacred Spirit, from above........ 
Come, sinner, to the gospel feast....... 


Come, sound his praise abroad......... 
Come, thou Fount of every blessing.... 
Come-to Jesus...........- Ma ene area's’ «5p 
Come to the ark, come to the ark..... ° 
Come to the house of prayer..........- 


Come, trembling sinner, in whose breast 
Come, weary souls, with sins distressed. 
Come, we that love the Lord........... 
Come, ye sinners, heavy laden........- 
Come, ye Sinners, poor and needy...... 
Complete in thee ! no work of mine.... 


DARK was the night, and cold the...... 
Dear Saviour! we are thine............ 
Dear Saviour, when my thoughts recall. 
Dear Shepherd of thy people, here ..... 
Depth of, mercy! can there be........-- 
Did Christ o'er sinners weep........... 
Did Jesus weep for me.........--++++- 
Do not I love thee, O my Lord....... ee 
Draw near, O Holy Dove, draw near.... 


Eartu has nothing sweet or fair....... 
Eternal Source of every joy.......++++ 


FApE, fade, each earthly joy.....i..++. 


HYMN 
314 
254 
307 
272 
267 
534 
140 
266 
141 
125 

19 
III 


Faint not, Christian! though the road.. 
Far as thy name is known............. 


Far from these narrow scenes of night.. 


Father ! I long, I faint to see........... 
Father ! I stretch my hands to thee..... 
Father of mercies, bow thine ear....... 
Father, whate’er of earthly bliss........ 
Fling out the banner! let it float....... 
From all that dwell below the skies. ... 
From every stormy wind that blows..... 
From Greenland’s icy mountains....... 
From the cross, uplifted high........... 
From whence does this union arise..... 
From whence these direful omens...... 


GLORIOUS things of thee are spoken... 
Glory to thee, my God, this night...... 
Go, andgrell feats senacteet sets dens ete 
God bless our native land............. 
God, in the gospel of his Son.......... 
God is the refuge of his saints......... 
God moves in a mysterious way........ 
God of my life, through all my days.... 
God of our lives, thy various praise.... 
God of our salvation, hear us.......... 
God of the morning, at whose voice.... 
God’s glory isa wondrous thing........ 
Go, labor thou, while it is day......... 
Go, preach my gospel, saith the Lord... 
Go, preach the blest salvation.........: 
Go, spirit of the sainted dead....... or 
Go to dark Gethsemaney..........08 
Grace, tis a charming sound......... és 
Gracious Spirit! love divine.......... : 
Great Father of our feeble race........ 
Great God of nations! now to thee..... 
Great God! we sing that mighty hand... 
Great God ! whose hand outpours the... 
Great is the Lord our God............. 
Guide me, O thou great Jehovah....... 


Halt, my ever-blessed Jesus........... 
Hail to the Lord’s anointed........... “ 
Hark ! from the tomb a warning sound. 


Hark, the glad sound ! the Saviour..... 


Hasten, sinner, to be wise.......---.++- ‘ 


Hear, O sinner ! mercy hails you....... 
Hear the heralds of the gospel........ " 
Hear the royal proclamation........... 
Heart of stone, relent, relent........... 
Hear what the voice from heaven....... 
Heavenly Shepherd, guide us, feed us.. 
Here at thy table, Lord, we meet.... 
Here we meet to part again............ 
He that goeth forth with weeping....... 
Holy Ghost! with light divine......... 
Holy Spirit ! from on high............. 
Holy Spirit !}in my breast:........... ° 
Holy Spirit! Lord of light............ 5 
Holy Spirit !.source of light........... 
How beauteous are their feet........ .. 
How beauteous were the marks divine. . 
How blest the righteous when he dies... 
How blest the sacred tie that binds..... 
How calmly wakes the hallowed morn.. 
How charming is the place.. : 
How firm a foundation, ye saints of the: 
How precious is the book divine..... a5 
How’sad our state by nature is. 

How shall the young secure their hea 
How short and hasty is our life..... ... 
How sweet and awful is the place...... 
How sweetly flowed the gospel sound.. 
How sweet the hour of closing day..... 
How sweet the name of Jesus sounds.. 
How sweet to bless the Lord......... ? 
How sweet to leave the world awhile... 
How tedious and tasteless the hours.... 


VAM coming 40 a°CTOSSio« <2. sie. se oe . 
Tebring my SinstOMtheeemeless -% - <.» cont 
If God is mine, then present things.. 

If human kindness meets return....... 
I heard the voice of Jesus say......... 
I know that my Redeemer lives........ 
I lay my sins on Jesus........... Eire © 
I love thy kingdom, Lord.............. 
I love to sing of heaven............ et 


INDEX (OFSPFIRST LENE S: 


I love to steal a while away...... Raiestei? 15 
I love to tell the story........ Saemees- 333 
I’m a pilgrim, and I’m a stranger..... Eh 
I’m but. a stranger here.!.), ase 429 
I’m not ashamed to own my Lord..... *~ 226 
In all my Lord’s appointed ways....... 225 
Incarnate Word! by every grief........ 82 
I need thee, precious Jesus...... de tee 386 
In evil long I took delight....... (ay sioine e220 
In the bright morn of life........ Seusisier 179 
In the Christian’s home in glory....... 438 
In the cross of Christ I glory.......... 549 
| I say to all men, far and near.......... 108 
I see the crowa in Pilate’s hall...... sre eZ LS. 
I sing th’ almighty power of God..:... 52 
Is this the kind. returnAjpea.eletenietenie aes “235 
I thirst, thou wounded Lamb of God... 205 
It is not death to die..... axeheels See 451 
I’ve found the pearl of greatest price... 132 
I worship thee, sweet Will of God..... 364 
I would love thee, God and Father..... 334 
I would not livealway! Lasknottostay. 453 
JERUSALEM, my happy home.../....... 42 
Jerusalem, the golden..... tereceseses 539 
Jesus, and shall it-everbe see smesetees 207 
Jesus, I come, I come to-night......... 240 
Jesus, I love thy charming name....... 134 
Jesus, I my cross have taken........... 251 
Jesus is gone above the skies......... 2. 281 
Jesus, let thy pitying eye...... esis telbwe.«, 544 
Jesus, lover. of my soul. 20). [Step ewes senmeae 
Jesus, mighty King in Zion............ 263 
Jesus only, when the morning......... 551 
Jesus, Saviour, pilot me......... seeeee 541 
Jesus shall reign where’er the sun...... 488 
Jesus, the very thought of thee......... 128 
Jesus! thou art the sinner’s Friend..... 212 
Jesus, thou everlasting King. .......-.. 122 
Jesus ! thy love shall we forget........ ~286 
Jesus | thy name I loves ives papeeemen-, 324 
Jesus! thy robe of righteousness......- 337 
Jesus, to thy dear wounds we flee...... 419 
Jesus, we look to thee,s......sse20+-+. 29 


INDEX OF FIRST: LINES: 


Jesus wept ! those tears are over....... 
Jesus, while this rough desert soil...... 
Joy to the world, the Lord is come..... 
Just as I am, without one plea......... 


Keep silence, all created things........ 
Kindred in Chmst! for his dear sake... 


TABORMES of Christ, AriSGs fois. 3. Uae ove 
Laden with guilt, and full of fears...... 
Lamp of our feet, whereby we trace.... 
“Land ahead !” its fruits are waving.... 
Let every mortal ear attend........ ... 
Let me but héar my Saviour say........ 
Let vain pursuits and vain desires..... 
Let us gather in the sunbeams........ 
Let Zion and her sons rejoice.......... 
- Let Zion’s watchmen all awake......... 
Life is the time to serve the Lord....... 
Long have I sat beneath the sound..... 
Look, ye saints! the day is breaking... 
Lo! ona narrow neck of land......... 
Lord, at thy table we behold........... 
Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing..... 
Lord, from thy blessed throne.......... 
Lord God the Holy Ghost............. 
Lord, how delightful ’tis to see......... 
Lord, I am thine, and in thy aid...... rt} 
Lord, I am thine, entirely thine........ 
Lord, I hear of showers of blessing.... 
Lord, I know thy grace is nigh me..... 
Lord, in humble, sweet submission..... 
Lord, may the spirit of this feast....... 
Lord of the harvest, bend thine ear..... 
Lord of the harvest! hear.......+...... 
Lord, shall we part with gold for dross. 
Lord, thou on earth didst love thine.... 
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